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Dedication 


To Leslie, for putting up with me while vacationing in 
England. Thanks 


for showing me all the wonderful sights and almost killing 
me with a 


surfboard. | hope | didn"t put you off of vacationing with me 
again. 


AUTHORS 
Le 


Author's Note 


THIS is just a small note to clear up some timeline questions 
that may 


appear during this novel. The first part of this book takes 
place 


immediately following Patrick"s departure in Wild Angels, 
but before 


the events in the epilogue. What we wanted was for the first 
part of this 


story to be what happens to make Patrick decide on his 
actions in the 


epilogue of Wild Angels and then to continue the story from 
that part. 


The epilogue itself will be repeated at some point in this 
novel. 


Thank you for taking the time to read this small note. We 
hope 


you enjoy the novel. 


—Bethany and Ashlyn 
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Prologue 


STEPPING off of the plane in Ontario was the second hardest 
thing he 


had ever done in his life. The first had been getting on the 
plane to start 


with. He could have been curled up around the man of his 
dreams. 


Instead, he was standing in a busy airport hoping that no 
one had 


remembered to pick him up so he could just go straight 
home. And 


possibly drink away his pain. Unfortunately, it seemed as 
though fate 


was against him. 


She was easy to spot in the airport arrivals lounge. She was 
the 


only one in leather with visible tattoos. Her red hair was in 
two braids 


that hung down over her shoulders. There were several 
airport security 


officers looking at her. It seemed as though they weren't 
sure what to 


think. She really did look like the type to make trouble. She 
blew onea 


kiss as he walked closer. The unfortunate security officer 
actually 


blushed. 


He shook his head as she motioned to the suitcase by her 
feet. He 


had no idea how she had managed to get his suitcase, but 
he was 


grateful. It meant that he would be able to get home sooner. 
All he had 


to do was to convince her that he was too tired to have a 
visit. 


The convincing didn"t take as long as he had thought it 
would. 


Apparently, he looked as bad as he felt. She drove him 
home and made 


him promise to call later before she left. Entering his empty 
house, he 


was suddenly aware of how lonely it seemed. His entire life 
was empty. 


There was nothing in it. He had left his heart in Alberta. With 
a sigh, he 


reached into his pocket and pulled out what he had 
purchased at the 


airport in Alberta. 
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Sinking into his favorite chair, Detective Patrick Hawkins lit 
up 


the first cigarette from the first new package he had 
purchased in three 


years. Inhaling the smoke, he felt the first bite of nicotine 
enter his 


system. He hoped that it would help to dull the pain of his 
broken heart. 


CHAPTER 


í Ma e 
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Chapter 1 


THE rhythmic sound of the weights being lifted and settled 
once again 


was a familiar and soothing sound to Patrick. Chatter from 
the other 


cops faded into background noise as he continued doing sit- 
ups on the 


floor. It was a familiar routine, and Patrick easily settled into 
his own 


headspace. He was so focused on what he was doing that 
he didn't 


realize that someone wanted his attention until a wet nose 
pressed 


against his cheek. Patrick turned his head to one side and 
found himself 


staring into the brown eyes of a German Shepherd. The dog 
licked his 


cheek. 
“Hey there, Bingo. Where's your person?” 


“Standing right over here,” a deep voice remarked. Patrick 
turned 


his head to the other side and looked up. Way up. 


Sergeant Bryce MacDonald of the K-9 unit was standing next 
to 


him. His large, muscled frame was encased in a department 
T-shirt and 


sweats, both of which were straining at the seams. His red 
hair was 


neatly trimmed, but that didn"t stop bits of it from falling 
into his hazel 


eyes. There were freckles on his face, but his large size kept 
people 


from teasing him. Bryce was one of the sweetest guys 
Patrick had ever 


met, but he had seen him toss a suspect into a car with just 
one hand. It 


was a sight that he would never forget. 

“Hey, Bryce, good to see you.” 

“You too. You"re looking better.” 

Patrick hoisted himself into a sitting position. Bingo dropped 


down next to him and put her head in his lap. He reached 
out and 
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absently scratched her ears. “I"m feeling better. Doesn't 
hurt to move 


anymore.” 


“That"s good. | missed seeing you around here.” Bryce 
dropped 


himself onto the ground next to Patrick. “It was too quiet 
without you 


here.” 


Patrick laughed. “I think that's the first time I"ve ever been 
told 


that. Usually people can"t wait to tell me to shut up.” 
Feeling a lick to 


his hand, Patrick resumed the scratching that he had 
stopped. “I see that 


you have Bingo back.” 


Bryce sighed, and his eyes lost some of their happiness. “l 
need to 


find a new home for her.” 
“What? Why?” 


“We just came from the vet. Her hip is too messed up to 
keep her 


on active duty. Doc"s worried that if someone were to take a 
shot at 


her, the hip would come out of joint again. So if she can"t be 
on active 


duty, | need a new dog, and I can"t keep her at home when | 
get a new 


one. It wouldn't be fair to either of them.” 


“That sucks.” Patrick looked down into the trusting doggie 
eyes 


in his lap. Poor dog, being abandoned, even if Bryce didn"t 
mean it. 


Staring at Bingo, Patrick felt a sudden sense of kinship. Oh 
my God, 


I’m identifying with a dog. “\"|| take her.” 
“What?” 


Patrick turned his attention from Bingo back to Bryce. “I said 
that 


I"Il take her. You Know how much | like her, and she seems 
to like 


me,” 
“Like you? Shit, Pat, that dog fucking loves you. Sometimes | 


think she likes you more than she likes me.” Bryce looked 
pointedly at 


where Bingo had her head in Patrick"s lap instead of his. 


“She has good taste.” Patrick leaned down and gave Bingo a 
good 


rub. She lifted her head and licked his chin. He smirked at 
Bryce over 


Bingo's head. 


“She"s barking up the wrong tree. | happen to know that 
you 


aren't a ladies" man,” Bryce commented. His comment 
turned Patrick"s 


smirk into a rather dirty leer. Bryce had once walked in on 
him and 


Keith when they had still been dating. It had made for a very 
awkward 
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introduction for Keith. Bryce had blushed almost the same 
color as his 


hair, and Patrick hadn"t been that far behind him. 


“Hey, don"t pick on Bingo. She happens to be one of my 
favorite 


ladies.” 


“Let me guess, because unlike Justine, she doesn"t talk 
back?” 


“Don"t let Justine hear you say that.” Patrick flashed Bryce 


something that felt more like his usual grin. He knew it was 
at least 


better than the look he had been sporting when Bryce had 
first arrived. 


Patrick didn"t want everyone to know exactly how 
depressed he was. 


Bryce raised his hands in a placating gesture. “Hey, | never 
said 


that out loud. That partner of yours scares me.” Bryce 
lowered his arms 


back to his lap. “So, when did you get back into town?” 


Patrick sighed as all of the happiness that he had been 
feeling 


fled. “Yesterday.” 


“Are you sure that your shoulder is up to what you"re 
putting it 


through?” Bryce shifted so he was leaning comfortably 
against the 


wall. “It still looks a little tender.” 
“You should have seen it before. It looks a whole hell of a lot 
better now. | had a good physiotherapist while | was away.” 


“That's good. Although I"m kind of concerned that you said 
it 


looked worse. You really should take better care of yourself.” 


“Yeah.” Patrick could hear the dejected tone to his voice. He 
was 


hoping that Bryce would at least avoid the hard questions. 
He knew that 


the moment his friends got him cornered, he would be 
forced to answer 


those. He just didn"t want to start with Bryce. And he really 
didn"t want 


to have a serious conversation while he was in the precinct 
gym. If he 


did, everyone would know by the end of the day. Cops were 
worse 


gossips than little old ladies. 


“Pat, tell me if I"m prying, but... did something happen while 
you 


were gone?” 
“You"re prying.” 


“Sorry, man.” Bryce reached out and gave his shoulder a 
squeeze. 


“If you need someone to take you out drinking and then 
carry your 


drunk ass home, give me a call.” 
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Patrick laughed dryly. “Thanks, man, you"re a good friend.” 
“You sure you want to take Bingo?” 

“Positive.” 

“Okay, I"Il bring her and all of her stuff by later.” 

“Do | need to get anything for her?” 


“We'll go over it when | bring her by. | should have enough 
Stuff 


for you that you"ll be fine until you can pick up stuff on your 
own.” 


Bryce climbed to his feet. “I really appreciate this, Patrick. 
She needs a 


good home.” 
“I'll try and give her one.” 


“You"ll do a good job. So, I"Il stop by when my shift is over. 
Is 


that good for you?” 
“What time?” 
“I"m off at four, so, after that?” 


“That'll be fine. It"ll give me time to put away the shit | 
brought 


home with me.” 
“You still haven"t unpacked yet?” 
“No. There were clean clothes in the closet.” Patrick sighed. 


“Plus, | didn"t really feel like looking at the stuff from my 
trip.” 


Sympathetic hazel eyes looked into his. “You sure that you 
don"t 


want to talk about it?” 
“I"m not ready to talk about it.” 


“Okay. My drinking offer still stands.” Bryce gave a light 
whistle, 


and Bingo gave Patrick's hand one last lick before moving to 
Bryce"s 


side. The redhead gave him a nod before he walked out of 
the gym with 


Bingo at his side. 


Watching them go, Patrick sighed as the melancholy 
feelings that 


he had been fighting overtook him once again. He"d only 
been home 


for a day, and it just kept getting worse. Sure, his shoulder 
was better, 


but the rest of him felt like complete and utter shit. Patrick 
sighed and 


tossed himself back onto the floor, starting to do sit-ups 
once again. His 


lungs gave a slight wheeze, but that could have been from 
the half a 


pack of cigarettes he"d consumed since his return. He was 
starting to 
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feel a pull in his abdominal muscles, but his shoulder wasn"t 
bothering 


him, so he didn"t stop. 


Patrick had barely slept the night before. Dreams had turned 
into 


nightmares. After the third time he woke in a cold sweat, he 
had given 


up on getting back to sleep. Instead, he had grabbed his 
Cigarettes and 


gone to sit on the balcony outside of his room. Patrick had 
watched the 


sun come up, attempting to think of nothing. It hadn"t 
worked. His 


thoughts were what had sent him running to the precinct 
gym in an 


attempt to work out until he was too exhausted to think. It 
had been 


working until Bryce had shown up. 


Trying to get back to the place where he was too tired to 
think, 


Patrick pushed himself until his muscles were shaking. He 
flopped back 


against the floor, panting for breath. Several of the other 
officers were 


watching him, but no one else came over to talk. Apparently 
Bryce was 


the only brave one among them. Patrick stared at the beige 
ceiling as he 


sucked in deep lungfuls of air. Maybe I am pushing myself 
too hard. 


Patrick groaned as he rolled to his feet. He could feel the 
muscles 


in his back pull as he stretched. The sweat that was drying 
on his body 


was Starting to make him shiver. Time for a shower. Patrick 
groaned 


once more as he headed for the locker room. He nodded to 
the other 


cops as he walked but kept his eyes averted. He didn"t want 
anyone to 


stop him and ask how his trip was. He just wanted to shower 
and go 


home. 


Bypassing the other men in the locker room, Patrick grabbed 
his 

shower stuff from his locker. With a towel wrapped around 
his waist, 


Patrick headed to the rows of showers. He quickly stepped 
under one 


and turned on the water. He was instantly hit with a 
pounding spray of 


hot water. The showers at the station always came on hot 
with enough 


water pressure to bruise. Patrick wasn"t sure why, but it was 
nice on the 


muscles after a workout. Patrick moaned as the water 
pounded against 


the sore muscles in his shoulders. He"d been nothing but 
One giant sore 


muscle since the last time he had seen Brad. 
Brad. Thinking about Brad instantly brought back all of the 


tension that the shower had removed. Patrick felt his 
muscles lock up, 


and the shower suddenly became annoying rather than 
soothing. All he 


wanted was a smoke. Growling in frustration and anger, 
Patrick shut 
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off the water, wrapped his towel around his waist, and 
stalked to his 


locker. He could feel the water dripping down his back as he 
hunted 


through his locker for clean clothes. Finding his jeans, he 
dropped the 


towel to the floor and started to pull them on. 


“Nice ass, Hawkins.” The comment was followed by a very 
loud 


wolf whistle. “Just seeing it makes me want to take a bite 
out of it.” 


Patrick did up his jeans before he turned. Standing behind 
him 

was Officer Burt Holland and two of his cronies. He was ten 
years 


older than Patrick but still hadn"t been able to pass the 
Detective's 


exam, and with his attitude, Patrick doubted that he ever 
would. His 


dirty-blond hair was starting to recede from his wide 
forehead. Beady 


brown eyes were slightly sunken into a face that looked as if 
it had 


been flattened. Burt had been a powerfully built man, but he 
was 


starting to go soft around the middle. He was not an 
attractive man. 


The comments had started just after Patrick joined the force 
and 


had increased in frequency when he had been promoted to 
detective. 


Patrick wasn"t sure if Burt was really attracted to him or just 
wanted to 


get a rise out of him. He got a bad vibe off of the man and 
tried to avoid 


him as much as possible. Unfortunately, it was starting to 
seem like 


Burt was seeking him out. 
“Fuck off, Holland.” 
“Oh come on, Hawkins. Wouldn"t you rather | fuck on?” Burt 


licked his lips and leered at Patrick. One of the men standing 
with him 


snickered. 


“I"d rather fuck an angry raccoon.” Patrick gave him a slow 
once- 


over. “Although, | can"t see much of a difference.” 
“Filthy faggot whore!” 


“Oh, bring it on, shithead.” Patrick"s fists clenched as he 
took a 


step forward. He wasn't sure who threw the first punch, but 
suddenly 


he and Burt were fighting. Instead of trying to break them 
up, Burt's 


cronies were egging him on. It seemed as though Burt 
thought that 


Patrick wouldn"t be as strong, since he was still in recovery. 
That just 


proved how much of an idiot Burt actually was. 
Patrick was only too happy to prove him wrong. He tossed 


himself into the fight with all of the anger that he was 
feeling. Every 


Broken Wings 
9 


time his fists connected, he felt a small surge of glee. 
Patrick saw 


Burt"s eyes drop to his nipple ring and knew that the other 
man was 


going to play dirty, when a slender hand landed on his chest 
and shoved 


him out of the way. 


“What the fuck is going on in here?” Justine demanded. Burt 
tried 


to push past her, and Justine delivered a punch to his solar 
plexus that 


had him doubling over to catch air. Her angry eyes fastened 
on Patrick 


once more. “Don"t make me fucking repeat myself.” 


Patrick knew that the sparks in her green eyes were a bad 
sign, 


but he couldn"t get over the fact that she was standing in 
the men's 


locker room. “What are you doing in here? This is the men"s 
locker 


room.” 


“Someone came out and grabbed me because everyone 
else was 


too chickenshit to break up the fight.” She crossed her arms 
over her 


chest, and the action caused the material of her white dress 
shirt to 


press closely enough to her arms that faint hints of her 
tattoos were 


visible. “Now, tell me what the fuck happened.” 
“Holland was running his mouth off.” 


“So you punched him? He always runs his mouth off. What 
made 


this time so special?” 


“I guess I"m just touchier than | normally am.” Patrick wiped 
a 


hand across his mouth and was surprised to find a smear of 
blood along 


it. He looked from his bloodied hand to Burt and glared. Burt 
attempted 


to glare back, but the effect was ruined by the eye that was 
swelling 


shut. 

“Patrick, you are still on medical leave. You can"t go around 
beating the shit out of people until you"ve had your review.” 
“You should listen to Mommy,” Burt sneered. 


Justine spun to face him. “Don"t start with me. I"m not the 
one on 


medical leave, and | have no problem finishing the beating 
that my 


partner started.” She raised an arm and pointed to the door. 
“Out.” 


“But—” 


“Out! "m 
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Patrick smirked as he watched Burt slink out of the locker 
room 


with his cronies behind him. The smirk vanished as Justine 
turned back 


to face him. She still looked incredibly angry. “Hey, Sparky.” 


“Don't you „Hey, Sparky" me, you ingrate. I"m mad at you.” 
“Why?” 
“| picked you up at the airport yesterday. Yesterday, Patrick. 


You"ve been back for a day and you get in a fight in the 
locker room. 


What the fuck is wrong with you?” 


Patrick"s eyes narrowed in anger. “I don"t want to talk about 
it.” 


“Patrick, honey, you"re hitting people. At work. That"s not 


normal. Even for you.” Her crossed arms were doing a good 
job of 


highlighting her cleavage, but they did nothing to distract 
from her 


irritation. Of course, that might have been different if Patrick 
hadn't 


been gay. He was fairly certain that most men would've 
been staring at 


her breasts, not the angry green eyes. 
“I don"t want to talk about it.” 
“Patrick—” 


“I said that | don"t want to fucking talk about it!” He snarled 
and 


took a step toward her. A sharp finger stabbed into his chest 
with 


enough force to make him back up again. 
“You do not get to snap at me, Patrick Samuel Hawkins! | am 
your friend, and | care about you.” 


Patrick sighed and ran a hand over his face. “I know. I"m 
sorry 


that | snapped.” 


Justine moved into his personal space and placed a hand 
over his 


now-crossed arms. “Pat, hon, I"m worried about you. You"ve 
come 


back from a month-long vacation more stressed than when 
you left.” 


“I know.” 
“What happened?” 


“I don"t want to talk about it, Sparky. Please, just leave it 
alone.” 


Patrick gave her what he hoped was a convincing pleading 
stare. 


“Fine, I"ll let it go.” Justine gave him a steady stare. “For 
now.” 
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“I"m going home. | told Bryce that I"d take Bingo, so | have 
to go 


and get things ready.” 


“You"re getting a dog?” There was surprise and what looked 
like 


a faint hint of approval on Justine's face. 

“Yes.” 

“Good for you. You need someone to look after you.” 

“And you think a dog is going to be able to do that?” 
Justine snorted. “You sure as hell aren"t doing a good job of 


looking after yourself. If you were, you wouldn"t have gotten 
your 


annoying ass shot.” 

“I didn"t get my ass shot, | got my shoulder shot.” 

“You know what | mean, you jackass.” 

Patrick managed to give Justine a slight smile. “I just might.” 


Patrick leaned down slightly and pressed a kiss to her 
cheek. “I"ll see 


you later.” 


“You better.” Justine gave him a partially mollified look 
before 


she turned and strutted out of the locker room. 


Once sure that she was gone, Patrick let out a sigh and fell 
back 


against the lockers. The chill from the metal seeped into his 
Skin, 


Causing a twinge in his injured shoulder. He grimaced and 
pushed away 


from the bank of lockers and headed back to his still open 
one. 


Reaching inside, he grabbed a clean shirt and pulled it on. 
His shoulder 


throbbed as he forced it first into the T-shirt and then into 
his jacket. 


Grabbing his gym bag, Patrick closed his locker and left the 
locker 


room. 
Patrick managed to avoid running into anyone as he left the 


station. He was starting to feel like an idiot for picking a 
fight with 


Burt. Justine was right. He really needed to get his head on 
Straight. 


Maybe having Bingo in the house would help. Patrick was 
running out 


of ways to keep his mind off the pain of being without Brad. 
It felt like 


a part of him was missing. And that, more than anything 
else, was what 


had Patrick so scared. 
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PATRICK groaned as he stepped into his empty house. His 
abs hurt. 


Maybe it hadn"t been such a good idea to get a tattoo after 
he had 


tormented himself with sit-ups, but he just hadn"t been able 
to bear the 


idea of going home to an empty house. A house that didn"t 
have Brad 


in it. But it would soon have a dog in it. Although one 
couldn't really 


replace the other. Patrick just hoped that Bingo would be 
able to help 


fill the void that Brad had left. 


Tossing his keys on the table by the door, Patrick headed to 
the 


couch. He tugged at his shirt as he sat down. Not only was 
his stomach 


sore, but the shirt he was wearing kept dragging against his 
newly 


pierced nipple. He was starting to understand the weird look 
Keegan 


had given him when he had shown up at the tattoo parlor 
and demanded 


the tattoo and the piercing. Patrick groaned when his phone 
started to 


ring. Stretching for it wasn"t going to be fun. 


Patrick grabbed the phone with a hiss of discomfort. 
“Hello?” 


“Hey, Pat, it"s Jeremy.” 


“Goldilocks, what"s going on?” Patrick settled back against 
the 


couch with a wince. 

“Are you busy?” 

“Not really. Why?” 

“Can you do me a favor?” 


Patrick frowned at the phone. “You want me to do you a 
favor?” 


“That's why | called.” 


“This is new. You don"t usually ask me for favors. Is it 
sexual?” 


Please God say no, ‘cause | don’t think I’m up for anything. 
“No, you perv. | need you to do something for me.” 
“What?” 

“I need you to go and pick Caleb up at the hospital.” 
“Who?” 


There was an annoyed sigh on the other side of the phone. 
“Caleb 


Bradshaw, the guy who helps out at the Humane Society.” 
“The tall guy with the nice ass?” 

“Yes, that would be him.” 
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“His name is Caleb?” 


“You and Justine were the arresting officers on the drug case 
with 


the guard dogs that he rescued. How the hell do you not 
know his 


name?” 


“I was just calling him „Hot Animal Rescue Guy" in my 
head.” 


“Sometimes | just want to smack you.” Jeremy"s 
exasperation 


was clear even over the phone. 

“Kinky. So, why is he in the hospital?” 

“He was bitten.” 

“By a dog?” 

“No, by a person.” 

“I didn"t realize that you ran that kind of place, Goldilocks.” 


“Shut up.” Jeremy gave an annoyed sigh. “Look, the 
Humane 


Society sent over a bunch of abused animals that they 
found at some 


guy's house. Caleb was helping to unload them here when 
this guy 


came roaring up, jumped out of his car, and started 
screaming how the 


animals all belonged to him and we shouldn"t be allowed to 
take them. 


Caleb tried to get him to back down, and the guy bit him.” 
“What type of guy bites someone?” 
“You do.” 


“Yes, but | do it during sex, not on the street. Now get to the 
part 


where you need me to go and pick him up.” 


“When he left in the ambulance, | told him that I"d go pick 
him 


up and bring him back. | talked him into leaving his car here. 
Some of 


these animals are a lot worse off than we thought, and now | 
can't 


leave.” 
“And why can"t Cam get him?” 


“Cam has decided that today is a wonderful day to wander 
around 


in the woods and take photos.” 


“We still have woods around here?” Patrick glanced at the 
clock. 


It was only two. “I can go and get him, but I have to be 
home by four.” 


“Why, hot date?” 
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“No, I"m taking Bingo, and Bryce is bringing her over when 
he 


gets off work.” 


“You're taking Bingo?” Jeremy sounded surprised. 

Patrick glared at the phone. “Yes, I"m taking Bingo. Is that a 
problem?” 

“No. | think you and Bingo will be a good fit.” 


“Thanks. So, is there anything else that you want from me, 
or can 


| leave and go get your friend now?” 
“You can leave. Thanks for this, Patrick.” 
“It"s not a problem, Goldilocks. I"Ill talk to you later.” Patrick 


hung up the phone with another small wince. Moving hurt. 
He really 


was Starting to think that getting the tattoo after torturing 
his abdominal 


muscles was a stupid idea. 


Groaning as he lurched to his feet, Patrick slowly moved 
back to 


the table where he had dropped his keys. Thankfully, he still 
had his 


jacket on. He didn"t want to think about how much it would 
have hurt 


to put it back on. He snatched up his keys and made his way 
back to his 


car. At least this was a way for him to get out of his empty 
house for a 


bit longer. 


The drive to the hospital was quick, and one that he could 
do in 


his sleep. With all of the appointments that he had had after 
his back 


injury three years previously, Patrick was pretty sure that he 
could 


make the drive with his eyes closed. Numerous checkups 
after a bullet 


in a spine tended to imprint the drive in one"s memory. 
Finding a spot 


in the crowded parking lot took a bit longer than Patrick had 
expected. 


Apparently Caleb wasn"t the only one with an emergency. 


Patrick slipped into the hospital while pushing his 
sunglasses to 


the top of his head. Waving at a nurse that he knew, Patrick 
navigated 


through the chaos and into the emergency exam area. He 
let his eyes 


travel around the rather busy room until they landed ona 
familiar tall 


figure. As he made his way closer, Patrick was finally able to 
geta 


good look at the nurse who was helping Caleb. 


Keith looked incredibly small next to Caleb"s rather 
astounding 


height. He was sitting on an exam table and Keith"s blond 
head still 
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only came up to the middle of his chest. As Patrick dodged a 
rather 


harried-looking nurse, he was able to finally hear the other 
two men. 


“| don"t understand how you managed to let a person bite 
you.” 


There was a hint of annoyance in Keith"s voice. 
“It"s not like I did it on purpose.” 
“A giant like you can"t keep some crazy animal abuser from 


taking a chunk out of your arm? That's pretty sad, Caleb.” 
Keith"s head 


was bent over Caleb"s injured arm, so he didn"t see the 
blush that 


started on the other man's face. 


“Aw, come on, Frisky, give the poor guy a break.” 


Keith"s head snapped up, and a bright smile spread over his 
face. 


“Hey, Trick!” Keith leaned away from Caleb long enough to 
rise on his 


toes and give Patrick a brief kiss. “When did you get back?” 


“Yesterday.” Patrick leaned over Keith"s shoulder to take a 
good 


look at Caleb"s arm. “Damn, Stretch, how the hell did you 
manage to 


let some freak do that to your arm?” 
“He latched on. Kind of like a pit bull.” 


“That doesn't sound pleasant.” Patrick rested his chin on 
Keith's 


shoulder as the other man continued cleaning Caleb"s arm. 
“No, it hurt like hell.” 


“Don"t worry. Frisky here will stitch you up good.” Patrick 
gave 


Keith a brief squeeze. 


“Um, thanks.” Caleb"s voice was starting to sound 
uncomfortable. 


Patrick watched the way his eyes kept shifting between his 
injured arm 


and where Patrick had his arm wrapped around Keith"s 
waist. 


“Trick, man, do you think you could let go of me? | don"t 
want to 


stitch Caleb"s arm to my scrubs.” 


“You sure about that? He"s kinda cute. If you stitch him to 
your 


scrubs you can take him home with you.” 
“You do have a point,” Keith agreed. He pulled away from 


Patrick"s arms and focused on Caleb. “So, not that | don"t 
like seeing 


you, but why are you here?” 


“Jeremy sent me to get Caleb.” 
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Caleb looked up and met Patrick's eyes. “Is everything 
okay?” 


“Apparently, he"s swamped.” 


Keith snorted in amusement. “And he thought you would be 
a 


suitable replacement?” 


“Hey, | can drive.” 
“You"ll probably try and molest him in the car.” 
“I can behave myself.” 


“Uh-huh,” Keith muttered. He put one final stitch in Caleb"s 
arm 


and then straightened. Grabbing the gauze off of the tray 
next to him, 


Keith started to wrap up the stitched wound. “You need to 
keep this 


clean.” 
“I will,” Caleb replied. 


“And make sure to take all of the antibiotics the doctor gave 
you. 


The human mouth is full of bacteria. You don"t want to get 
an 


infection.” 


“Wow, your lecture is almost as scary as the one Julian gave 
me,” 


Keith turned, and Patrick found himself staring down into 
angry 


hazel eyes. “Julian gave you a lecture because you"re an 
idiot and you 


let your bullet wound get infected.” 


“How do you know it was infected? | don"t remember telling 


you. 


“I know it was infected because the last time you had to 
take 


antibiotics | had to mash them up and put them in your food 
to make 


sure you took them.” 
“I was wondering why you kept feeding me.” 


“This may be a stupid question,” Caleb interjected, “but are 
the 


two of you dating?” 
“No,” Patrick replied. He felt a tad guilty for how quickly the 


denial had come out, but he couldn"t bear the idea of dating 
someone 


who wasn't Brad. As depression crashed back over him, 
Patrick could 


feel the pain in his freshly decorated skin once again. The 
teasing had 


been a nice distraction. 

“No,” Keith agreed, “but we used to date.” 
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“You still seem really close.” 
“We are really close, aren"t we, Trick?” 


“Yeah, we are,” Patrick replied. He ran his hand down 
Keith"s 


back in a silent apology for the way that he had snapped out 
his denial. 


When Keith pressed back into the touch, he knew that he 
was forgiven. 


That was the one thing he could count on Keith for: the 
young man 


knew how to read his moods better than most. It was 
probably due to 


how much time they had spent together when Patrick was in 
the 


hospital. Keith was the one who had had to deal with 
Patrick"s many 


mood swings. 
“Well, Caleb, I"m all done with you. If you head over to the 


nurses" station, they"ll give you the papers that you need to 
sign before 


you can leave.” 


“Thanks.” Caleb slid off the bed and onto his feet. Once his 
full 


height was revealed, he towered over Keith"s small form. He 
was even 


taller than Patrick"s six foot two. He nodded at Keith, then 
turned to 


Patrick with a small smile. “So, is my personal chauffeur 
coming to the 


desk with me?” 


“He'll catch up,” Keith answered for him. “I need to talk to 
him 


for a minute.” 

“Okay.” Caleb smiled and made his way over to the nurses" 
station. 

“So, what is it that you need to talk to me about?” 

“How are you?” 


Looking into the concerned hazel eyes of his friend, Patrick 
felt 


the walls he had slammed up to hide his pain start to 
crumble. “l 


can"t—” 
“Pat?” 
“I can't talk about this now, Keith. | just can"t.” 


“Okay.” Keith reached out and grabbed his hand. “You know 
that 


I"m here for you, right?” 


“I know.” Patrick pulled him close and kissed the top of his 
head. 


“I"ve got to take Caleb back to the animal clinic.” 


“Call me?” 
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“Į will.” Patrick gave his hand a brief squeeze before making 
his 


way over to the waiting Caleb. “Come on, Stretch.” 
“Why do you call me that?” 


“I like nicknames.” Patrick paused to look Caleb over from 
head 


to toe. “Plus, you are freakishly tall.” 
“Do you even know my real name?” 


“Yes, Caleb Bradshaw, | know your real name.” Patrick 
grinned 


at him. Sometimes he really loved being a smartass. “Ready 
to go 


now?” 


“You're a cocky shit, aren't you?” 


“| can be.” Patrick nodded toward the exit and started 
walking. It 


only took a few steps for Caleb"s long legs to catch up with 
him. Once 


they were outside, Patrick pulled a cigarette out of his 
pocket and 


quickly lit up. He sighed as the first bite of nicotine hit his 
system. 


“I didn't know that you smoked,” Caleb commented. 
Patrick turned slightly and gave the taller man a dirty look. 
“Problem?” 

“Those things will kill you.” 


“Don"t make me light you on fire after Keith spent so long 
fixing 


your bitten arm.” 


“Um, okay.” Caleb held up his hands in defeat and motioned 
for 


Patrick to lead him to the car. Keeping the glower in place, 
Patrick 


stalked toward his car. Caleb easily kept pace with him. “l 
didn"t mean 


to upset you.” 


“Yes, you did. You think you can say anything you want and 
get 


away with it just because you have a nice ass and big puppy 
eyes.” 


“Um, thank you?” Caleb gave a weak smile and slowed his 
pace, 


so he ended up walking slightly behind Patrick. Patrick 
shook his head 


as he felt a smile cross his face. Nervous attractive men 
were so much 


fun. 


“You know, just because Keith and | aren't dating and | think 
you 


have a nice ass doesn't mean I"m going to toss you across 
the backseat 


and have my wicked way with you.” 
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“You know, | could walk home.” 


“Just shut up and get in the car.” Patrick unlocked the doors 
and 


winced as he climbed in. Bending hurt. Stupid new tattoo. 


“Are you Okay? You look like you"re in a bit of pain. Do you 


need to go back inside?” 


“You know, I"m starting to think that you might be a bit too 
nice 


for your own good. I"m fine. It"s just a tattoo. Hurts when | 
bend.” 


“You got a tattoo on your stomach?” 
“Yes. And | pierced my nipple. Wanna see?” 
Caleb turned red all the way to his ears. “No, that's okay.” 


“Just thought that I"d offer.” Patrick smoothly pulled into 
traffic 


and headed toward the clinic. He lowered his window so the 
smoke 


wouldn"t bother Caleb. “So, are you dating anyone?” 
“What?” 


“You asked if Keith and | were dating, so now | want to know 
if 


you"re dating anyone. It"s polite to answer the same 
question that you 


asked.” 
“No, I"m not seeing anyone.” 
“So what are you doing this weekend?” 


“Not going out with you.” 


“Ouch. You sure know how to wound a man's pride.” Patrick 


glanced over at the passenger seat and gave Caleb a pout. 
It was the 


Same pout that had helped him get laid through most of 
university. Not 


that he was trying to get laid. He was just having fun 
teasing Caleb. 


“It"s not that | don"t think you"re attractive.” 
“You think I"m attractive?” 


Caleb snorted. “You know that you"re attractive. You"re just 
not 


my type.” 
“I take it your type is non-male?” 


“If | say yes, will you leave me alone, or will you just try 
harder?” 


Patrick laughed as he pulled the car to a stop in front of the 


animal clinic. He turned in his seat so he could look directly 
at Caleb. 
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Staring into Caleb"s hazel eyes, Patrick attempted to read 
him. 


Underneath the nonchalance that Caleb was apparently 
going for, 


Patrick could see a rather large amount of nervousness. “| 
won't push, 


Caleb. Hell, I"m just picking on you "cause | like the shade of 
red you 


turn when you"re embarrassed.” 
“You're kind of a shithead, aren"t you?” 
“Little bit, yeah.” 


“Definitely no on the date, then,” Caleb replied. Looking at 
the 


relaxed smile that he had on his face, Patrick leaned across 
the space 


between them and pressed a soft kiss to his lips. When he 
pulled back, 


Caleb was staring at him in surprise. “What was that for?” 
“Thank you.” 

“For what?” 

“For giving me twenty minutes where | didn"t feel like shit.” 


Patrick grinned at him. “Now get out of my car.” 


Patrick watched as Caleb climbed out of the car and made 
his way 


over to one of the vehicles parked in the lot. He tried to 
make a show of 


ogling his ass, especially when the other man wiggled his 
hips for him, 


but his heart just wasn't in it. Patrick managed to force a 
smile to his 


face when Caleb glanced over his shoulder with a grin, but 
he could 


feel his stomach churning. He stayed parked in his car while 
Caleb 


pulled out of the lot. Once the other man had waved as he 
passed, 


Patrick dropped his forehead to the steering wheel. He took 
a few deep 


breaths and tried to push back the rising anguish. 


Groaning, Patrick sat back up. He felt like he had a hole in 
his 

chest. Checking the traffic, Patrick pulled onto the street 
and headed 


home. He had a new family member to welcome to his 
house. 


Hopefully, Bingo wouldn"t mind living with a heartbroken 
man. 


SHASTER 
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Chapter 2 
CRACK. 


The pool balls scattered across the table as the cue ball hit 
them. 


Patrick watched as two went into the pockets. Both balls 
were stripes. 


He growled in annoyance and ran a hand through his 
already 


disheveled hair. Looking down the table, he glared at his 
opponent. 


Justine"s green eyes laughed at him. She arched one red 
eyebrow 


and fired off another shot without looking at the table. 
Another striped 


ball went into the pocket. She grinned as she raised herself 
from the 


crouch she had been in. She surveyed the table and lined up 
one more 


shot. This one, she actually missed. Justine looked up from 
the table 


again. “Your shot.” 
“It"s about fucking time.” 


“Not my fault that I"m better than you.” Justine tossed a 
braid 


over her shoulder. The taunt had an added musical lilt due 
to her Irish 


accent. 


“Sometimes | really hate you,” Patrick muttered. He 
wandered 


around the pool table until he found a shot that he liked. 
Leaning over 


the table, he took his shot. The shot went wide. “Damn it!” 
“Little tense there, partner.” 
“Fuck off.” 


“Watch the tone, Patrick,” Justine responded. The anger in 
her 


voice caused Patrick to look up. Straightening from his 
crouch, Patrick 


took a long look at his partner. 
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While the two braids that hung over her shoulders should 
have 


made her look vulnerable, the rest of her appearance 
proved that 


vulnerable was the last thing that she was. She was wearing 
a white 


tank top and a faded pair of ripped jeans. Her exposed arms 
were 


covered in tattoos. Vines mixed with traditional Celtic 
symbols wove 


their way from shoulder to wrist. Two doves were visible 
rising from 


beneath the neckline of her shirt. Justine crossed her arms 
under her 


fairly decent cleavage and glared. The glare had made 
stronger men 


than Patrick pee their pants in terror. 


Hearing the door to the bar open, Patrick turned his head to 
see 


the new arrival. He was small, slender, and wearing scrubs. 
His blond 


hair was sticking up in disheveled spikes, as if he had spent 
a large 


amount of time running his hands through it. Hazel eyes 
scanned the 


room until they landed on Patrick. A smile crossed his 
handsome face, 


and he turned to call to someone behind him. 


Patrick spun back to glare at Justine. “What is Keith doing 
here?” 


“Not just Keith.” Justine pointed back over his shoulder. 
Patrick 


turned once again and saw Cam and Jeremy enter behind 
Keith. 


“What"s going on, Sparky?” 


“You"ve been home for almost a week, and all you"ve done 
iS 


smoke and snap at everyone.” 

“| also got a dog.” 

“That doesn't count! You don"t go out anymore.” 

“I"m out here with you, aren"t |?” 

“| had to drag you out here, Patrick. You"re turning into a 
hermit!” 

“Maybe I want to be a hermit!” 


“Hey, guys, how's it going?” Jeremy asked. Patrick turned to 
see 


him leaning against the pool table and smiling at them. The 
smile 


seemed strained around the edges, as if he wasn"t sure of 
his welcome. 


Cam was tucked against his side, and the look on his face 
echoed his 


lover's. All of that concern being sent his way from the 
combined gazes 


of his friends was making Patrick angry. 
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“We were wondering when the three of you were finally 
going to 


get here,” Justine remarked. She smiled brightly at everyone 
while 


Patrick grunted. She might have been wondering when they 
were going 


to get there, but Patrick hadn"t. He was just wondering 
when he would 


be allowed to leave. 
Cam walked over and pulled him into a hug. “Hey, Pat.” 
“Hey, Shutterbug.” Patrick pulled his best friend closer and 


placed a kiss to the top of his head. It wasn"t Cam's fault 
that he was in 


a bad mood. 


“Hey.” Cam pulled away and landed a gentle kiss on his 
chin. 


“Have you been smoking again?” 
“Maybe.” Patrick could feel himself tense at the reproach he 
heard in Cam"s voice. 


“I thought you gave up smoking the first time that you got 
shot?” 


“I may have started again.” 
“But why—” 


“Look, how about we just play a game of pool and leave all 
the 


deep, meaningful talks for another time?” 


“Sure, Patrick. We just came here to see you,” Cam replied. 
He 


nodded at Patrick and moved back to Jeremy's side. Patrick 
felt a faint 


surge of guilt as he watched him go. 


Glancing around the bar, Patrick spotted Keith talking to 
Mac, the 


bartender. Even over the din of the other patrons, Patrick 
could hear 


Keith"s clear laughter. He watched as an attractive man 
leaned closer to 


Keith"s trim form. Patrick grunted in surprise as Keith moved 
away 


from the younger man. The last that Patrick had heard, Keith 
hadn"t 


been seeing anyone. Either he had started dating someone 
without 


telling Patrick, or for some reason he wasn'"t interested in 
picking up 


tonight. 


Patrick turned back to the pool table and picked his beer up 
off of 


the table edge. He poured the remaining contents of the 
beer down his 


throat, then thumped the empty bottle back on the table. 
What he really 


needed was a stronger drink, but he didn"t want to start 
down that path. 


Drowning his sorrows in booze was not a good idea. He 
couldn't do his 
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job if he was a drunk, and the last thing he wanted to do 
was to get shot 


again. Twice was more than enough. 


“Why don"t we start the game over? Your friends did just 
get 


here,” Justine remarked. There was a sweet smile on her 
face that 


didn"t match the wicked look in her eyes. She had him 
trapped, and she 


knew it. 
“You will pay for this, Sparky. Trust me on that one.” 
Justine snorted. “Please, like you scare me.” 


Patrick glared at her. Sometimes he hated how well his 
partner 


knew him. Looking away from her, he found himself staring 
at the bar. 


A jolt of pain slashed through his heart as he saw the 
familiar shape of 


Mac and not the blond head that he wanted to see. God, he 
missed Brad 


something fierce. A bit of his pain must have been visible on 
his face, 


because he suddenly found himself with a photographer 
attached to his 


waist. 
“Something you need, Shutterbug?” 


“You looked sad,” Cam replied. He had his head tucked 
under 


Patrick"s chin. Patrick sighed and wrapped both arms 
around the 


smaller man. He pulled him close and rested his cheek 
against the top 


of Cam"s head. “You"re a good friend, Cameron.” 
“You know that you"re family, don"t you?” 


“I know, Shutterbug, | know.” Patrick placed one last kiss to 
the 


top of Cam"s head and then pushed the smaller man out of 
his arms. 


“Feel up to a game of pool?” 

“You always win.” 

“I know.” Patrick grinned at him. “That"s why | asked you. 
Justine"s been kicking my ass.” 


Cam laughed. “Well, | guess | can play. You should be 
allowed to 


win at least one game tonight.” 


Patrick smiled as Cam set up the table. He let the other man 


break, and his smile widened when not a single ball went in. 
Patrick 


lined up a shot and dropped the first ball he aimed at. 
“Looks like I"m 


solids.” 
“Sure.” 
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“I can"t believe that you let him talk you into playing pool. 
You 


suck,” Jeremy announced. He placed two beers on the edge 
of the table. 


Patrick saluted him with the bottle in thanks. He watched as 
Cam took 


his first shot. It went wide. Grinning, Patrick moved back to 
the table. It 


looked like he would at least be able to win one game. 


Four games later, Patrick was watching in awe as Keith held 
his 

own against Justine. She"d trounced both him and Jeremy. 
Cam had 


refused to play her on the grounds that she was really good 
and he was 


really awful. Patrick was surprised at how good Keith was. 
He"d never 


played pool against the other man. Keith sunk the final ball, 
and Justine 


stared at him. 
“You beat me.” 
“Yeah.” 


“That doesn't happen often.” She grinned at him. “Let me 
buy 


you a beer.” 


“Okay,” Keith replied. He moved over to stand next to 
Patrick 


while Justine headed over to the bar. “You know, Trick, she"s 
not as 


scary as you make her out to be.” 


“You're just saying that because you don"t have to spend all 
day 


with her. Trust me, if you saw her at work, you'd be singing 
a different 


tune.” 
“Sure. | think you"re lying.” 
“Lam not.” 


“Uh-huh. She seems like a sweet lady to me.” 


“It"s a trick!” 


Keith laughed and gave Patrick a small shove. “You are such 
a 


baby.” 


Patrick was just about to put the smaller man in a headlock 
when 


there was a commotion at the doors. He looked up and 
spotted what all 


the men—and some of the women—in the bar were looking 
at. 


Kennedy had entered the bar, and she was dressed to kill. 
Her 


long blonde hair was twisted up into several braids, with 
some of the 


blue, purple, pink, and green streaks hanging free around 
her face. The 


black shirt she was wearing was trimmed in electric green 
and ended 
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just below her breasts. Her pierced navel was visible above 
the 


waistline of the matching black skirt. When she turned 
Slightly, Patrick 


Saw why the men were staring. The skirt was slit nearly to 
her hips up 


the side and held closed with green lacing. 
“You"re a little overdressed for this place, Kiki,” Patrick 


remarked. He leaned against the edge of the pool table and 
stared. 


Justine returned and handed a beer to Keith. 


“I"m going clubbing,” Kennedy announced. She glared ata 
man 


who was staring at her ass before smiling sweetly at Patrick. 
“Then why are you here?” Patrick was starting to get a bad 
feeling. 


“Because when I go alone | tend to end up getting into 
fights. | 


need someone to go with me.” 


“Like a chaperone,” Cam supplied with a laugh. Kennedy 
gave 


him a glare, but he didn"t stop laughing. “Don"t look at me. 
The last 


time we went clubbing, you nearly got me arrested.” 


“It"s not my fault that guy wouldn"t stop grabbing my ass.” 


“You didn"t have to break his wrist.” 


“|I warned him.” Kennedy tucked a pink strand of hair behind 
her 


ear. “Patrick, please come with me?” 
“What? Why me?” 


“Į just want to go dancing and not get felt up by a bunch of 
creepy 


losers. Please.” 

“Where were you planning on going?” 

“| thought we could hit up Pulse.” 

The thought of losing himself in music while dancing with 


Kennedy was appealing. Pulse had a good mix of gay and 
straight 


patrons, so they shouldn't get hit on too bad. However, 
Justine had set 


him up at the bar and invited all of his friends to come out 
with them. 


“We're kind of enjoying ourselves, Kiki.” 


“You should go with her,” Justine remarked. Surprised, 
Patrick 


turned to face her. She gave him a small smile. “She"s 
almost as bad as 


you. She needs someone to make sure that she doesn"t get 
into too 


much trouble.” 
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“You sure that you don"t mind?” 

“I think we can manage to amuse ourselves.” 


“Come on, Patrick. Justine even said that you should go. It"ll 
be 


Patrick sighed. “Fine, I"Il come with you. I"m just surprised 
that 


what I"m wearing is up to your standards.” 


Kennedy's eyes traveled down his body, and Patrick looked 
down 


at himself. The jeans he was wearing were old and faded 
with rips at 


both knees. He was also fairly certain that there was a rip 
forming on 


his right ass cheek. The faded green T-shirt he was wearing 
had shrunk 


enough in the wash that he could feel it clinging to the 
muscles in his 


chest. Patrick gave the shirt a nervous tug as he lifted his 
eyes back to 


Kennedy. There was a rather wicked-looking smile on her 
face. 


“Patrick, | Know you just tossed that on without thinking 
about it, 


but you still look good enough to eat.” 

“So | pass?” 

“You pass.” Kennedy smiled at him. “Ready to go?” 

“Yes, boss.” Patrick turned and pulled Justine into a loose 
embrace. “Thanks, Sparky. | really did need this.” 


“I know.” She pulled out of his arms and pressed a kiss to 
his 


cheek. “Try and behave yourself.” 
“Now where would be the fun in that?” Patrick flashed her a 


cheeky grin as he started to follow Kennedy out of the pub. 
He waved 


to his friends, pausing to kiss Cam"s cheek as they left. He 
took his 


battered leather jacket off of the hook by the door and 
shrugged into it 


while Kennedy started to tug him down the street. Patrick 
quickly 


caught up with her. “Are we walking?” 


“Pulse isn"t that far from here. Plus, after a month of 
relaxing, 


you need the exercise,” Kennedy teased. She tossed him a 
smile as she 


linked her arm through his. 

“Relaxing? Roz the slave driver had me working so hard | 
thought | was going to die!” 

“Oh, suck it up. You"re such a baby.” 


“| was shot!” 


28 


Bethany Brown and Ashlyn Kane 


“Like that"s an excuse.” Kennedy leaned her head against 
his 


shoulder as they walked. Patrick pulled his arm away from 
hers in order 


to wrap it around her waist. Kennedy snuggled in against his 
side. 


“Aren't you cold without a jacket?” 


“No. | have you to keep me warm.” 


“Just so you know, I"m not putting out.” 


Kennedy raised a hand to her chest. “Patrick, you wound 
me,” 


“Not putting out.” 

“What if | buy you a drink?” 

Patrick raised an eyebrow at her. “What kind of drink?” 
“A big one?” 


“Still not putting out.” Patrick and Kennedy laughed 
together as 


they reached the club. He pulled his arm away from her 
waist and held 


open the door. She gave him a small nod of thanks as she 
entered. 


Patrick followed behind her and was hit with a wave of 
sound as he 


entered the club. 


The club was full of people. They were drinking, dancing, 
and 


having an all-around good time. Kennedy grabbed his hand 
once more, 


and they wove their way through the throng of grooving 
bodies to the 


bar. The bartender, an attractive brunet with dark brown 
eyes, smiled 


when he saw them. 
“Hey, pretty lady.” 


“Dean.” Kennedy leaned over the bar and pressed a kiss to 
his 


cheek. 
“And Patrick. When did you get back in town, man?” 
“About a week ago. Hang onto my coat for me?” 


“Sure thing.” Dean reached across the bar and took the 
leather 


jacket from Patrick"s hand. “So, you"ve got guard duty 
tonight?” 


“Hey! | don"t need a guard.” 


“Of course you don"t, sunshine. I"m more concerned about 
the 


guys who try to cop a feel of that pretty little ass.” 
Kennedy made a face. “Break one wrist and the world turns 
against you.” 
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“Stop pouting, Kiki. Come on, let"s dance.” Patrick gave 
Deana 


wink before pulling Kennedy into the throng of dancing 
bodies. 


It only took seconds for Kennedy to find the beat. The way 
that 


she moved to the music drew the attention of the people 
around them. 


Even though he was gay, Patrick had to admit that it was 
quite a sight. 


She moved like liquid sex. 


“Damn, Kiki, no wonder you make so much money 
Stripping.” 


“It"s talent. Now put your hands on my hips and move with 
me. 


There's a semi-decent looking guy behind you who is 
already staring at 


me,” Kennedy replied. 


“Wouldn't that be a good thing? | thought you liked 
attractive 


guys.” 


“I do, but I just came here to dance.” Kennedy groaned and 
buried 


her face in Patrick"s chest. “Damn it, he"s coming over 
here.” 


“Patrick?” 


With Kennedy still in the circle of his arms, Patrick turned to 
face 


the man in question. He found himself staring into the green 
eyes of an 


attractive man. A familiar attractive man. An attractive man 
that he had 


seen naked. “Hunter?” 

A flirty smile crossed his face. “Hey, it"s been a while.” 
“Good lord, Patrick. Have you fucked everyone in this city?” 
Patrick frowned at Kennedy. “Not everyone.” 

“But you fucked him.” 


“Um, ,him" has a name,” Hunter interjected. He flashed 
Kennedy 


what Patrick knew was his most charming smile. “But you 
can call me 


whatever you want, beautiful.” 


“Really? You"re really using that as your opening line? | 
know 


that you've had sex with my friend and you"re using that as 
your 


opening line to try and pick me up?” 
“Now why would | use a line on you? | was just statin" a fact. 


You gotta know that you"re hot.” 


A small smile crossed Kennedy's face. “That"s better.” 


“You aren't really going to fall for his line of bull, are you?” 
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“Hey, you fell for it,” Hunter replied. He moved around 
Kennedy 


so he was in between the two of them with his arms looped 
around 


Patrick"s waist. “And | don"t remember hearing you 
complain. 


Although | do remember some screams.” 
Smiling, Patrick tugged on Kennedy"s waist so Hunter was 


trapped between them. He slowly started to sway to the 
music, pulling 


the other two into his rhythm. “I didn"t fall for anything. | 
was just 


horny.” 


“Like that surprises anyone,” Kennedy snorted. Patrick 
watched 


as she ran her tongue across Hunter"s neck. He felt Hunter 
shudder in 


his arms. “So, little boy, you ever danced with a stripper 
before?” 


“Other than the lap-dance variety?” 

“Other than that.” 

“Then I"d have to say no.” 

“Oh, honey, you don"t know what you"re missing.” Kennedy 


pulled away from the three-way dance and grabbed 
Hunter's arm. 


“You"re coming with me, little boy.” 
“Um, help?” 


“Sorry, you"re on your own,” Patrick replied. Kennedy 
dragged 


him farther into the mass of dancing bodies. Shaking his 
head at her 


antics, Patrick made his way to the bar. All the dancing had 
made him 


thirsty. 


As uSual, the bar was crowded. Using his mean cop face, 
Patrick 


managed to clear a spot for himself at the bar. In fact, the 
man whose 


stool he took vacated it so quickly that he almost fell on the 
floor. 


Patrick laughed as he slid onto the stool. 
“You know, you shouldn"t use your powers for evil,” Dean 


commented. He placed a bottle of Patrick's favorite beer in 
front of 


him. Patrick took it and used it to give Dean a salute. Dean 
shook his 


head at him with a fond smile. 

“Hey, | wanted a seat.” 

“You couldn't have just waited for someone to leave?” 
“Now why would | want to do that?” 

“Because it"s the polite thing to do.” 
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“Does that really sound like me?” 


“No,” Dean said, laughing. He leaned on the bar with a 
smile. 


“Are you sure that you should leave her alone out there?” 
“She'll be fine.” 

“I"m more worried about the guy that she's with.” 
“Hunter will be fine.” 


“Oh, | see. You"re setting her up.” 


“No. She just wants to dance. She'll be fine with Hunter. 
He"sa 


decent guy.” 


“He's pretty cute. Sure that she won"t try and take him 
home?” 


Patrick grinned. “She won"t take him home. She's pining.” 
“You"re kidding me, right? Kennedy has actually fallen for 


someone?” Dean was so interested in what Patrick was 
saying that he 


was ignoring the customers. Patrick watched as one of the 
other 


bartenders rolled his eyes and tended to the patrons. 


“She sure has. God, she"s gone all googly-eyed and girly 
over 


Ben. It"s very sad. If they ever start dating, she might just 
revert into a 


thirteen-year-old girl.” 


“She doesn'"t look sad,” Dean commented. Patrick turned so 
he 


could see the dance floor. He was surprised that he could 
actually see 


where Kennedy and Hunter were dancing. That is, he was 
Surprised 


until he saw how they were dancing. 


The other dancers on the crowded floor had moved to the 
side in 


order to watch the two. Kennedy had moved completely into 
Hunter's 


personal space and seemed to be controlling his 
movements. And those 


movements were dirty. Patrick had used dance moves like 
that himself, 


but those moves had always led to him taking his dance 
partner home 


for hot, steamy sex. 
“Wow. ” 
“Yeah.” 


“If | were straight, that would be kinda hot.” 
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“I"m bi, and it is definitely hot.” Dean was leaning with his 


elbows on the bar. He reached out and took a sip from the 
beer he had 


given Patrick. 


“Hey! That is my drink.” 


“| needed it more than you.” 


“You"d better get me another one.” Patrick smirked at the 
brown- 


eyed man. “I don"t know where you've been.” 


“You are very snarky tonight.” Dean finished the beer in two 
long 


swallows before disposing of the bottle and grabbing Patrick 
a fresh 


one. He slid it across the counter. “There you go.” 


“Thanks.” Patrick lifted the bottle to his lips and took a 
drink. 


Holding the bottle in his hand, he turned so that he could 
look out over 


the dance floor once more. It seemed as though Kennedy 
and Hunter 


were having a good time. There was a bright smile on her 
face, and 


Hunter was laughing at something that she had said. “I 
thought that 


Hunter hated dancing.” 


Patrick took a sip of his drink as he watched Kennedy and 
Hunter. 


Even though he could see that Hunter was enjoying himself, 
Patrick 


remembered the other man telling him that he hated to 
dance. In fact, 


they had only lasted one dance before Hunter had dragged 
him off of 


the floor. Patrick hadn"t really complained. 


“He does. He usually only dances long enough to pick 
someone 


up for the evening and then drags his partner off the dance 
floor.” 


Dean's elbows landed close enough to Patrick that he could 
feel the 


other man"s heat against his back. “In fact, I"m pretty sure 
that he"s a 


crappy dancer when he's on his own.” 
“Kennedy does seem to be doing all of the work.” 
“She's pretty good.” 


“She has to be. If she weren't, she never would have been 
able to 


pay for school,” Patrick replied. Kennedy'"s decision to 
become a 


stripper to pay for school had come as a Surprise to all of 
them. She'd 


been slightly gawky and awkward during high school. The 
job at the 


strip club had actually made her more confident in her 
appearance. 


Once she had started dancing, she had stopped wearing 
clothes that hid 


her shape. She enjoyed stripping. She liked it enough that 
even though 
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she had a full-time job as a hairdresser, she still worked at 
the club 


most weekends. Patrick had asked her about it once, and 
Kennedy had 


told him that she liked the confidence that stripping had 
given her. 


“Have you ever seen her strip, Pat?” 
“Naked women? Ew. No, thank you.” Patrick turned back to 


Dean. “She asked me to once, but | couldn"t do it. Why? 
Have you seen 


her?” 
“Yeah. She"s good.” 


Patrick laughed. “Good to know.” He turned back to Kennedy 
and 


Hunter in time to see a rather large and unattractive man 
approach 


them. “This doesn't look good.” 
“What?” 


“I think you should get Wayne.” Patrick had just put his 
drink 


down on the counter when Ugly pulled back a meaty fist 
and planted it 


in Hunter's face. “Shit!” 


Patrick started to push his way through the crowd. He 
reached 


them just in time to watch Kennedy knee Ugly in the balls. 


Unfortunately for Ugly, that move caused him to double 
over, bringing 


his face closer to Kennedy. She slammed a fist into his face 
with 


enough force that he toppled to the ground. Patrick was 
about to grab 


her when a dark arm wrapped around her waist and lifted 
her off of her 


feet. 
“Easy, Kennedy.” 
“Put me down, Wayne!” 


“Not until you calm down,” Wayne announced. At an even 
SİX 


and a half feet, it was easy to see why Wayne made a good 
bouncer. 


Not only was he built like a brick shithouse, but Patrick 
found his dark 


hair, mocha-colored skin, and startlingly green eyes 
incredibly 


appealing. Unfortunately, he"d never managed to get 
anywhere with 


Wayne. Patrick wasn"t even sure if he liked men. Leaving 
Wayne to 


deal with Kennedy and her latest casualty, Patrick crouched 
next to 


Hunter, who was just starting to sit up. 
“How's your face?” 


“Not sure. Is my head still attached to my body?” 
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“Yes.” 


“Okay.” Hunter stared at him, and Patrick got a good look at 
a 


split lip and a rapidly swelling eye. “I think | need some ice.” 


“How many times did he hit you?” 
“I think just once.” 


“His hands must be fucking huge. Half of your face is 
starting to 


swell.” Patrick slowly helped Hunter to his feet. 
“Is Kennedy okay?” 

“She's fine. Wayne has her.” 

“Why does the bouncer have her?” 


“Because she tried to beat the shit out of the guy who 
punched 


you.” 
“Did she win?” 

“Yeah.” 

“So | just got saved by a girl?” 
“Looks that way.” 


“Well, that"s just embarrassing,” Hunter replied. He was 
weaving 


a bit as he walked, so Patrick wrapped an arm around his 
waist to keep 


him from falling. When they reached the bar, Dean handed 
Patrick a 


bag full of ice. 


“Here.” Patrick pressed the bag to the injured side of 
Hunter's 


face, holding it there until Hunter raised a hand to hold it on 
his own. 


“Hold this against your face.” 


Hunter hissed in discomfort but kept the bag pressed to his 
face. 


“Remind me not to do that again.” 


“Do what again? Dance with a stripper or get punched by a 
guy 


who has hands the size of frying pans?” 

“The last one. Dancing with the stripper was fun.” 
Patrick laughed softly. “Kennedy does have that effect on 
people.” 


“She's feisty. | like it.” Hunter grinned at him and then 
winced in 


pain. “Ouch. My face hurts.” 
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“What happened?” Dean asked. Patrick followed Dean"s 
gaze to 


where Wayne had finally put Kennedy down and was now 
escorting 


Ugly out of the club. 


“I"m not really sure. He came over and told me to get lost 
“Cause 


he was going to dance with the pretty girl. When I said no, 
he punched 


me,” 
“What an ass.” 
“Are you Okay?” Kennedy asked. She slid next to Hunter and 


pulled the ice away from his face. “Damn, he really got 
you.” 


“My face hurts,” Hunter repeated. Patrick smothered a 
snicker at 


the puppy-dog eyes Hunter attempted to give Kennedy. It 
didn"t really 


work with half of his face starting to swell. 


“Poor guy.” Kennedy pressed the ice back against Hunter's 
face. 


“We should take you home.” 
“I thought you didn"t want to go home with me.” 
“I don't, but | think we should drive you home.” 


Hunter attempted to stand and almost fell over. “I think that 
might 


be a good idea. Shit, that guy hits hard.” 


“Why don"t the two of you stay here while | go back to the 
pub 


and see if there"s anyone left there that is sober enough to 
drive us 


home?” Patrick suggested. Hunter flashed him a grateful 
look. 


“I'll keep an eye on them for you,” Dean said. He handed 
Patrick 


his leather jacket with a smile. 


“Thanks. Make sure Kiki doesn't beat up anyone else.” 
Patrick 


walked away from the bar to the sound of Dean's laughter 
and 


Kennedy's annoyed sputtering. Pulling his jacket on, Patrick 
stepped 


out of the club and into the cool night air. 
He took a moment to light a cigarette before heading in the 


direction of the pub. Spending time with Kennedy was 
always an 


adventure. At least this time he didn"t have to talk them out 
of getting 


arrested. 
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Chapter 3 


SEVERAL days later, Cam waved as Patrick backed out of 
the 


driveway. Once his friend had driven out of sight, Cam 
closed the front 


door and rested his head against it with a thud. He debated 
banging his 


head against the door, but wasn"t sure that would help. It 
was becoming 


increasingly obvious that there was something wrong with 
Patrick. 


On the surface, everything seemed fine. Having Bingo in the 


house with him appeared to make him happy. Bingo was 
adjusting 


well, and Patrick was obviously treating her like a princess. 
Cam 


wasn"t sure he had ever seen a more spoiled dog, and that 
included his 


own. Yet Cam knew that there was something wrong. Patrick 
was 


smoking again—more than before—and getting into fights at 
work, 


which he had never done before. The worst thing was the 
empty look in 


his eyes. Cam could see past the show he was putting on, 
and the look 


in Patrick"s normally amused green eyes was more like he 
was dying 


inside. 


Pushing away from the door, Cam headed to his bedroom. 
He 


needed to figure out what to do about Patrick. Cam flopped 
onto the 


bed with a sigh and flung an arm over his head. He couldn"t 
stand to 


see defeat in Patrick"s eyes. Patrick was supposed to be the 
strong one. 


Cam really wasn"t very good at being the one giving advice. 
Being the 


one falling apart was more his scene. As he lay there 
contemplating his 


ceiling, the bed dipped and a warm, furry body settled next 
to him. 


“Hey, pretty lady.” Cam reached out and scratched 
Hershey"s 


ears. He could feel the smack of her tail against his leg. 
“What do you 


think | should do about Patrick?” 
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“I think you should call Julian and find out what the fuck 
happened in Alberta.” 


Cam nearly jumped out of his skin as his question was 
answered. 


He sat up and spied his lover standing in the bedroom 
doorway. “You 


scared the shit out of me, Bright Eyes.” 
“Did you think the dog was talking to you?” 


“Yes, and I was a little concerned that she sounded male.” 
Cam 


smiled as Jeremy crossed the room and gave him a kiss. 
Winding his 

fingers into the blond locks, Cam pulled Jeremy onto the bed 
with him. 


He heard Hershey give a snort before her warmth left his 
side. The 


sound of her leaving the room barely penetrated as Cam 
gave himself 


over to the kiss. 


Cam moaned softly as Jeremy pressed him into the bed. He 
loved 


the feeling of Jeremy's weight on his body. His hands left 
Jeremy's hair 


to run down his strong back. Cam pulled away from the kiss 
when his 


hands reached Jeremy's waist. Looking into the sparkling 
green eyes 


that he loved so much, Cam smiled. 
“What's that smile for?” 
“| love you.” 


“I love you too, sweetheart.” Jeremy pressed a kiss to his 
nose, 


then rolled off of him to lie on the bed. 

Cam curled himself into Jeremy's side. “Do you really think | 
Should call Julian?” 

“You want to know what happened, don"t you?” 

“Yes.” 


“| don"t think Patrick is going to tell you, baby.” 


“I know. | just feel like I"d be going behind his back if | call 


Julian.” Cam sighed and picked up Jeremy'"s hand, toying 
with his 


lover's fingers. He smiled softly when Jeremy tickled the 
palm of his 


hand. 


“Cameron, he"s not going to tell you what"s wrong. You 
have to 


call Julian. Unless you don"t mind having Patrick walking 
around like a 


ghost.” 


“I don't like ghost Patrick.” 
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“| don"t think anybody does.” 

Cam sighed again. “So | should call Julian?” 
“You should call Julian,” Jeremy repeated. 
“Will you stay with me while I call?” 


“You're going to call now?” Jeremy sounded surprised. Cam 


pushed himself up on his arms and looked down at his lover. 
Jeremy 


smiled up at him. “Why are you looking at me like that?” 
“You sounded surprised.” 


“I"m sorry. It"s just that you went from not really wanting to 
talk 


to Julian about Patrick to deciding to call right now. | guess | 
was just 


caught off guard by the switch.” 


“If | don"t do it now, I"m going to lose my nerve. I"m not 
exactly 


comfortable with the idea of talking to Julian about this. 
Normally, I"d 


just wait for Patrick to tell me what"s wrong.” 
“| really don"t think that"s going to happen this time.” 


“Neither do I, which is why | agree with you that | need to 
call 


Julian.” Cam tapped Jeremy on the nose. “And that brings us 
back to 


my original question. Will you stay with me while | make the 
call?” 


“Do you want me to?” 


“| wouldn"t have asked twice if | didn"t want you to.” 


“Then I"ll stay.” Jeremy shifted position on the bed and 
smiled at 


him. After grabbing the phone off of the night table, Cam 
curled 


himself back into Jeremy's side. Jeremy"s arms wrapped 
around him 


and pulled him close. “Ready?” 


“| guess.” Taking a deep breath, Cam punched Julian"s 
number 


into the phone. His stomach was roiling with tension as the 
phone rang. 


He snuggled into Jeremy"s embrace for comfort. 
“Hello?” Julian's familiar voice answered on the third ring. 
“Hey, Julian, it"s Cam.” 


“Hey. How are you?” Julian actually sounded happy to hear 
from 


him, which made Cam feel guilty about his reason for 
calling. 


“I"m good. The cast came off, so I"ve been running around 
with 


my camera like a crazy person.” 
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Julian laughed. “Sounds like everything"s back to normal.” 


“Actually, that"s why I called. Everything"s not back to 
normal.” 


“What do you mean?” 
“There's something wrong with Patrick.” 
“What?” 


“There's something wrong with Patrick. What the fuck 
happened 


while he was there?” 
Julian sighed. “Damn it, | was afraid of this. He met a guy.” 


“So? Patrick meets guys all the time. How does meeting a 
guy 


lead to chain-smoking and starting fights in the locker room 
at work?” 


“Patrick"s doing what?” Julian"s normally calm voice was 
suddenly full of surprised anger. 

“He"s chain-smoking and starting fights. What happened?” 
Julian swore softly. “I think he fell in love.” 


“What?” Cam sat up and resisted the urge to pull the phone 
away 


from his ear and stare at it. “What do you mean, he fell in 
love?” 


“I mean he joined the circus. He fell in love, Cam. God, | 
really 


don"t know how to explain it any clearer than that.” 
“With you?” 
“No, not with me. Why would you think it was me?” 


“Well, he"s depressed and you have a shiny new boyfriend. 
Why 


else would he be depressed if he fell in love?” 


“I don"t know. Maybe because he's Patrick, and he and Brad 
had 


a fight before he left. He pushed him away, Cam. He pushed 
him away 


just like he does to everybody, except this time he did ita 
lot faster.” 


“Well, shit.” Cam groaned and flopped back against Jeremy. 
His 


lover grunted at the impact. “Shit.” 
“Yeah.” 
“What the fuck am | supposed to do?” 


“| don"t know! I"ve never had to handle a broken Patrick.” 
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“Well, neither have I! After the two of you broke up, he ran 
away 


to Maui for two weeks. By the time he came home, he 
seemed like 


himself again.” 

“He ran away after we broke up?” 

“Yes.” 

“|I didn"t know that.” 

Cam laughed softly. “Julian, does it really surprise you that 


Patrick didn"t tell you that he was so upset after breaking up 
with you 


that he ran away to Maui?” 


“Well, what about when he got shot? He must have been 
pretty 


broken up then.” 


“Keith handled him then. Patrick wouldn"t let anyone near 
him 


when he was trying to learn to walk again. | honestly have 
no idea what 


to do with him when he's this upset.” 


“Why don"t you sic Keith on him?” 


“I hadn"t thought of that.” 


Julian sighed. “Cam, is he really that bad? Does he really 
need 


help?” 
“You haven't seen him. It"s like a part of him died.” 


“Then get him some help. Call Keith. See if he can help fix 
him.” 


“You know, | really wish you were here right now.” 
“Cam, | don"t know if I"d really be any help.” 


“I know, but that doesn"t stop me from wanting you here. | 
hate 


dealing with him on my own.” Cam sighed softly. “He"s 
always the 


strong one, Julian. When he breaks down | feel helpless.” 
“He"s your best friend, Cam. You have to help him with this. 
That's kind of what best friends do.” 


“I know.” Cam gave the phone a small pout. “I miss you, 
man. 


You should come and visit.” 
“Maybe after Christmas.” 
“Tell Jack that I say hi.” 


“| will. Take care of Patrick.” 
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“I'll try.” Cam hung up the phone with a sigh. He tossed it 
onto 


the bed and buried his face in Jeremy"s neck. 
“What did Julian say?” 


“You mean you didn't hear the rather loud conversation?” 
Cam 


grinned into Jeremy"s neck. His lover had freakishly good 
hearing. 


“Of course | heard it. | just thought that you might want to 
talk 


about it.” 


“Apparently Patrick fell in love with some guy named Brad 
and is 


now depressed because he left him.” 
“Brad left Patrick?” 

“No. Patrick left Brad.” 

“Then why is Patrick depressed?” 
“Because he's Patrick.” 


“Your friends are confusing.” 


“Not all of them. Mainly just Patrick.” He rolled over until he 
was 


sprawled across Jeremy's strong chest. “Julian thinks that 
we should 


call Keith.” 
“It"s a good idea.” Jeremy slid his fingers into Cam's hair. “It 
would be a better idea if you called him tomorrow.” 


Cam arched an eyebrow. “Really? And what do you suggest 
that 


we do if I"m not calling Keith right now?” 


“| have a few ideas,” Jeremy murmured. He tightened his 
grip and 


rolled them over so Cam was on the bottom. Cam could feel 
his lover's 


erection pressing against his own rapidly forming one. He 
moaned 


softly as Jeremy ground his hips against his. Threading his 
fingers 


through the blond hair that he loved so much, Cam smiled 
up at his 


lover. 
Fixing Patrick could wait for at least an hour. Maybe two. 


KEITH stood outside of Patrick"s house and stared at the 
door. He 


knew that Patrick was home. After he had snapped ata 
couple of 


teenagers reporting a stolen bike, the same one they had 
reported stolen 
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the week before, his captain had decided that he needed 
some more 


time off. Plus, his car was in the driveway. 
Keith had been sent to the house by Cam to “fix” Patrick. He 


didn"t need to ring the bell to gain access; he had his own 
key. He just 


didn"t want to go inside. Inside meant dealing with an 
emotionally 


troubled Patrick. An emotionally troubled Patrick tended to 
be an 


asshole. 


“Why is it always me?” he muttered. Taking a deep breath 
to 


suppress his mounting nerves, Keith walked up the front 
steps and 


directly into the house. He was immediately greeted by a 
soft bark and 


a wagging tail. Keith crouched to give Bingo some attention. 
“Hey, 


pretty lady; who"s a good girl?” 


Bingo's tail wagging increased in speed, and she licked his 
cheek. 


Burying his fingers in her fur, Keith soaked up what he 
figured to be 


the last bit of friendly contact he was going to have for a 
while. He just 


hoped that Patrick wouldn't start throwing things. That had 
been 


annoying enough when he was in the hospital. He didn'"t 
want to think 


about what it would be like when Patrick could actually aim 
his throws. 


Time to bite the bullet. Keith headed into the kitchen, 


encountering nothing but empty space and the smell of 
stale coffee. 


The room was spotless. Which was odd. Patrick liked to 
cook. His 


kitchen was never spotless. Following a hunch, Keith walked 
over to 


the fridge and pulled it open. Except for some condiments 
and juice, 


the main content of the fridge was beer. 


“Damn it.” Keith closed the door with an annoyed growl. 
“Trick! 


Where the fuck are you?” 


“In here.” The voice came from farther in the house. 
Grumbling 


to himself, Keith walked through the house. When he heard 
the sound 


of flesh hitting leather, he knew where he needed to go. He 
slowly 


made his way to Patrick"s workout room. Stopping, he 
leaned against 


the doorjamb to look at the other man. 


Patrick was shirtless, covered in a sheen of sweat, and 
beating the 


hell out of a punching bag. Keith watched as his muscles 
bunched 


before he hit the bag. It had been a while since Keith had 
seen Patrick 


without his shirt on, but he could still see the difference. 
Patrick"S 
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entire upper body was now honed muscle. It was a really 
good look on 


him. 


Patrick tossed sweat-dampened hair out of his eyes and 
glanced at 


Keith before turning his attention back to the punching bag. 
“What are 


you doing here?” 
“We need to talk.” 
“About what?” 
“Brad.” 


Patrick gave the bag one more violent punch and turned 
around. 


The bag hit him in the back, and he took a stumbling step 
forward. 


“What did you just say?” 
“You heard me.” 
Patrick glared. “I don"t want to do this.” 


“Tough. We"re doing this.” Keith wrinkled his nose at the 
smell 


coming from the other man. “But first you"re having a 
shower.” 


“I don"t want to.” 

“Go shower. You smell.” 

“I meant that | don"t want to talk about Brad.” 

“I don"t care. We are going to talk about this, and | am not 


leaving until we do.” Keith grabbed the towel that was by 
the door, 


walked over to Patrick, and looped the towel around his 
neck. “Now go 


and shower. You smell.” 


A trace of his flirty smile crossed Patrick"s face. “I thought 
you 


liked it when I was sweaty?” 


“When we were having sex. No sweat for serious 
conversations.” 


Keith used the towel to pull Patrick closer and press a kiss to 
his nose. 


“Go and shower.” 
“Sometimes | just want to smack you.” 
“Go shower.” Keith stepped to one side and shoved Patrick 


toward the door. He crossed his arms and stared until 
Patrick 


reluctantly shuffled off. Keith shook his head with a sigh and 
stepped 


over to the mini-fridge against the wall. It was also full of 
mainly beer, 


but there were a few bottles of water. He grabbed two of the 
beers from 
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inside. Steeling himself for the coming conversation, Keith 
followed 


Patrick to the master bedroom. 
As always, Keith was struck by the masculine elegance of 


Patrick"s bedroom. The furniture was dark wood that was 
accented by 


the forest green, navy, and chocolate-brown color scheme 
of the room. 


The large bed was haphazardly covered with a comforter 
that was more 


off the bed than on, and the exposed sheets were all 
wrinkled. Still 


clutching the two beer bottles in his hands, Keith flopped 
down on the 


unmade bed. He heard the water turn on in the attached 
bathroom, but it 


didn"t sound quite right. “You better not be filling the tub 
thinking that 


I"Il leave if you take too long.” 
“But my muscles are sore!” 


“It"s your own fault. Now get your ass in the shower! Your 
beer is 


getting warm,” he called. The running water stopped amidst 
the sound 


of faint muttering. Hearing a rather creative insult aimed his 
way, Keith 


grinned as the shower turned on. Patrick did come up with 
the most 


inventive insults. 
Twenty minutes later, Patrick emerged from the bathroom 


wearing a pair of low-slung pajama pants and toweling off 
his hair. 


Keith let his eyes travel over the well-defined torso, noting 
the changes 


in appearance. All of the exercising that he had been doing 
to avoid 


what was on his mind showed in the definition of his 
stomach muscles. 


Both nipples were now pierced, but what caught Keith's 
attention was 


the new tattoo. Surrounding Patrick"s belly button was what 
looked like 


a cross between a compass and a sun done in black ink. The 
four wavy 


lines that represented the compass points were longer than 
the rest of 


the design. Overall, it was a very striking tattoo. 


“What are you looking at?” Patrick had raised an eyebrow at 
him. 


“That's a new tat.” 


“Yeah,” Patrick mumbled. He tossed the towel on the floor 
and 


ran his hand over the pattern. 
“I like it.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Did Keegan design that one?” 
“No.” 
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The sudden defensive posture as Patrick flattened his hand 
over 


the tattoo in almost a show of protection provided Keith with 
a rather 


clear insight. “Brad designed it, didn"t he?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Does he know about the tattoo?” 

“How would he know that? | don"t remember us having a 


conversation where he admitted to being psychic,” Patrick 
practically 


snarled at him. Keith was almost positive he was using the 
anger to 


keep from breaking down. Patrick"s eyes didn"t look as 
angry as his 


words. 


“Well, he had to know you were going to do something with 
it 


when he gave it to you.” Keith felt a small smile cross his 
face as he 


noticed the suddenly guilty look on Patrick's face. “He 
doesn"t know 


that you have it, does he?” 

“I may have taken the sketch when he wasn"t looking.” 
“So, we gonna talk about it now?” 

Patrick flopped next to Keith with a sigh. “Do we have to?” 


“I"m going to have to say yes. Pat, this is eating you up, and 


everybody has noticed.” 
“Everybody?” 
“Rumor has it that even Julian was called.” 


“Shit.” Patrick groaned and flung one of his arms over his 
head. 


The other one reached toward Keith. 
“You want something?” 


“If you"re going to be grilling me about the stuff | don"t 
want to 


talk about, then you better give me that beer that you said 
you had.” 


The words were the usual brand of Patrick snark, but they 
lacked the 


heat that usually went with them. 


Keith sighed as he handed over the bottle. “Do | want to 
know 


how many of these you've had today?” 
“Probably not.” 
“Have you had any actual food today?” 


“I may have had a bagel.” 
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“A bagel? As in one bagel?” 
“Sounds about right.” 


Keith settled himself on the bed next to Patrick and smacked 
his 


friend on the chest. “You"re an idiot.” 
“Ow. Why are you hitting me?” 


“Because you"re being stupid.” Keith hit him once more. 
“Now, 


tell me what's wrong.” 
“There's nothing wrong.” 


“You are such a fucking liar.” Keith stretched an arm out and 
put 


his beer on the nightstand, then rolled onto his side so he 
could look at 


Patrick. His friend was tense and methodically destroying 
the label on 


his beer bottle. “Patrick, why did you break up with Brad?” 
“Because it was just a fling.” 


Keith scoffed. “If it had been just a fling, you would have put 
that 


drawing in a frame and forgotten about it. You don"t tattoo 
flings on 


your body.” Keith reached out and pulled the bottle from 
Patrick"s 


hands. “Patrick, look at me.” Patrick turned his head, and 
Keith"s heart 


clenched at the pain in his eyes. “Did you really want to 
break up with 


Brad?” 


“No.” The word was said so low that Keith nearly missed it, 
but 


the green eyes were shimmering with tears. 
“Then why did you?” 

“Because | was scared.” 

“Why?” 


A weak laugh that sounded more like a sob escaped 
Patrick's 


throat. “Because I think I"m in love with him.” 


With that admission in the air, Patrick rolled away from Keith 
and 


buried his head in one of the pillows. When the strong 
shoulders started 


to shake, Keith realized that Patrick was crying softly. Keith 
wrapped 


an arm around his heartbroken friend and placed a soft kiss 
against a 


bare shoulder. 

“Why does being in love scare you?” 

“Because he can't love me back.” 
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“Did he tell you that?” 

“No.” 

“Then how do you know that he can"t love you?” 


“Why would he?” Patrick asked. His voice cracked as he 
asked 


the question. A self-deprecating snort left his mouth. “Why 
would 


anyone love me?” 
“Damn it, Patrick. You deserve to be loved.” 


“Why would he want me when he could have anyone? Male 
or 


female. He"s bi. What if he wants kids? | can"t give him 
that.” 


“Patrick, from what you told me, Brad obviously cares about 
you. 


| don"t understand why you"re pushing him away.” 


Patrick gave a weak laugh. “I don"t understand why he 
cares 


about me. Why would he pick me?” 


“Maybe because you"re a great guy,” Keith stated. Patrick 
scoffed 


in his arms, and Keith pulled until Patrick was lying on his 
back 


underneath him. “You"re a great guy, Patrick.” 
“No, I"m a great lay.” 


“Okay, I"m not going to argue with that. You are a fantastic 
lay.” 


A small smile crossed Patrick's face. “Thank you.” 


“You're welcome. You"re also an amazing guy.” Keith 
cupped 


Patrick"s face in his hands. “You"re kind, funny, caring, and 
most 


importantly, you"re loyal. You are loyal to the ones that you 
care about, 


and you never let them down when they need you. Why 
can"t you take 


the chance that someone else can see that about you?” 


“Because | can"t see it. | can"t see what other people see in 
me. 


All | see is what my father saw. Just some weak little kid who 
can't do 


anything right and is such a mess that even his parents 
don"t love him. 


How can Brad love me if my own family can"t?” The 
confusion visible 


in his eyes nearly broke Keith"s heart. Patrick honestly 
didn"t 


understand why people could love him. 
“Patrick, your parents are assholes. Plus, | thought Cam and 


Julian were your family.” 
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“They are.” 
“And they love you, don"t they?” 
“I guess so.” 


Keith smacked him on the chest. “Don"t say stupid shit like 
that. 


Of course they love you.” He rested his chin on Patrick"s 
chest. “Plus, 


you know that | love you, so that has to count for 
something.” 


“I guess,” Patrick repeated. A small smile was starting to 
form on 


his sad face. 

Keith grinned at him. “So, have | convinced you that you"re 
loveable?” 

“Possibly.” 

“Good. Time for a new question.” 


Patrick sighed as his arms wrapped around Keith"s waist. 
“Okay, 


| guess we can change the topic.” 
“Do you want Brad to be with another man?” 
Patrick's face lost all of its remaining color. “What?” 


“Well, if you"re not going to be with him, you don"t really 
think 


he'll be alone, do you? | mean, what if he decides that he 
likes being 


with men? Can you handle the idea of him being with 
another man?” 


Patrick pushed at Keith. “Get off me. | think I"m going to 
puke.” 


Keith rolled over and watched as Patrick ran to the 
bathroom. He 


winced as he heard the sound of him retching. “You see, this 
is why 


you should eat when you drink.” 


A groan came out of the bathroom. “No, food would have 
been 


worse. Throwing up booze doesn't hurt as much.” 
“But it tastes worse.” 


“Ugh, don"t say ,,taste".” Patrick appeared in the doorway, 
looking 


a little worse for wear. He groaned and made his way back 
to the bed, 


flopping next to Keith with a pathetic whimper. “Beer bad.” 


“That"s what happens when you drink on an empty 
stomach.” 


“What, no sympathy?” 
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“No. You"ve been acting like an idiot. You don"t need 
sympathy. 


What you need is a swift kick in the ass.” 


Patrick snickered. “And they sent you to be my kick in the 
ass.” 


Keith punched him. “Stop being an asshole.” 


“Ow.” Patrick rubbed at the red mark that Keith's fist had 
left on 


his shoulder. 
“You know, you"re off topic again.” 
“What was the topic?” 


“Brad dating other men,” Keith said. A small grin crossed his 
face 


as Patrick once again blanched. “Now, from your reaction, 
I"m 


guessing that Brad dating other men would be a bad thing.” 
“You're going to make me Say it, aren"t you?” 
“Yes, because I"m just that much of a bastard.” 


“No, | don"t want Brad dating other men. | want Brad dating 
me,” 


“And what are you going to do about it?” 

“Grovel?” 

“That sounds like a plan.” 

“Do you think it will work?” There was a nervous note to 


Patrick"s voice, and he was biting his lower lip. 


“If Brad loves you half as much as you seem to love him, it 
might 


just work. And it"s going to be work, Patrick. If he"s hurting 
anywhere 


near aS much as you are, you"re really going to have to try. 
He has the 


right to be pissed at you.” 


Patrick sighed. “I know that. I"ve really fucked this up, 
haven"t 


1?” 
“I can"t speak for Brad, Trick. / would be willing to give you a 
second chance, but | know what you"re like.” 


“Of course, groveling works better if | can get him to talk to 
me.” 


“You think he won"t talk to you?” 


“I was an asshole, Keith. I"m afraid if | call he'll hang up on 
me,” 


“So, how are you going to get him to talk to you?” 
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Patrick was quiet for a moment before his eyes lit up and he 


looked over at Keith with a grin. “I need a recording studio 
with a 


piano. And do you know where | can buy some yarn?” 


Keith stared at Patrick"s almost manic grin and felt 
confusion start 


to flood his mind. He wasn"t sure if he wanted to know what 
Patrick 


was planning. Sometimes it was safer not to. 


CHAPTER 
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Chapter 4 

“HAS he called yet?” 

“No.” 

“Why the fuck not? Do you want me to go and kick his ass?” 


Brad sighed as he flopped onto his couch with the phone in 
one 


hand and a glass of juice in the other. “I don"t think that 
would work 


very well, Graham.” 

“What? You don"t think | can kick his ass?” 
“In all honesty, no, | don"t.” 

“Hey, | can hold my own.” 


“I know that. | remember all the shit you used to get me into 
by 


fighting.” Brad gave the phone a slightly annoyed look. “You 
know, 


you really did get me in a lot of trouble. Why are we still 
friends?” 


“Because without me your life would be boring and mean- 
ingless.” 


“I"m not sure if that makes me feel better or worse. What 
were we 


talking about?” 
“Why you don"t think | can beat up your boyfriend.” 
“One, he"s a cop. He could probably beat the shit out of you 


before you got a punch in. Or he could just shoot you. Two, 
he"s gone 


back to Ontario, so unless you can teleport, it"s not going to 
happen. 


Three, I"m not even sure if he"s my boyfriend.” 


“Did you break up?” 
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“Maybe?” Brad growled in frustration. “I have no clue. We 
had a 


fight, and then he left without telling me. And he hasn"t 
called.” 


“Have you called him?” 


Brad fidgeted uncomfortably on the couch, feeling sullen. 
“No.” 


“Why not?” 


“Because | don"t want him to tell me that we did break up. 
Plus, 


I"m still kind of mad at him.” 


Graham's laughter flooded the line. “You"re a bit of a freak. 
You 


know that, right?” 


“So you keep telling me.” Brad sighed and leaned back into 
the 


couch. “So, how"s Cooper's dad doing?” 


“He's getting better, but the recovery is going slower than 
he 


wants. Of course, if he"d stop trying to do shit with a broken 
leg, it 


might heal faster.” 


“That sounds like him.” Brad chuckled lightly, not really 
feeling 


the amusement. “How"s Cooper?” 


“Fine.” Graham's voice had lost some of its humor. “Why 
didn"t 


you tell me that Cooper is gay?” 

Brad nearly choked on his juice. “What? Cooper"s what?” 
“So you didn"t know that he was gay?” 

“No! How did you find out?” 

“He told me after | caught him making out with some guy.” 
“He was making out with some random guy?” 

“No, this guy is apparently his boyfriend.” Graham nearly 
growled the word “boyfriend.” 

“So, do you have a problem with Cooper being gay or the 
boyfriend?” 


“I don't give a shit that Coop"s gay. | just don"t like this 
guy.” 


“Why?” 
“Gives me bad vibes. | don"t like him, Brad. He doesn't fit.” 


Brad sighed. Graham had had hunches about people since 
they 


were kids. And the scary thing was, his hunches tended to 
be right. If 
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Graham said someone didn'"t fit, there was usually 
something wrong 


with that person. Brad normally gave him the benefit of the 
doubt, but 


he was still reeling from his own emotional fallout and didn"t 
want to 


deal with anyone else's. “You told me that you thought 
Patrick fit.” 


“I still think he does.” 


“He left, Graham. He left, and | haven"t heard from him in 
almost 


three weeks.” 
“Don"t count him out yet.” 


Brad sighed once more. God, I’m sighing so much I sound 
like | 


have respiratory problems. Shit. | am so pathetic. The 
thought annoyed 


him so much that he actually sighed again. “Fine, | won"t 
give up on 


him yet.” Brad heard the sound of the mailbox on his porch 
closing. 


“Look, my mail is here. I"ll talk to you later.” 
“Bye.” 


“Bye,” Brad echoed. He hung up the phone and tossed it on 
the 


couch. Groaning, he pressed the heels of his hands to his 
eyes. He 


needed to stop thinking about Patrick all of the time. All it 
did was 


depress him. 


Brad pushed himself to his feet and headed for the door. He 
was 


waiting for the new issue of a graphics magazine, and he 
was almost 


positive it should be arriving within the next few days. It was 
sad to 


think that a magazine was all he had to look forward to. Now 


completely depressed, Brad opened his front door and 
collected his 


mail. 


He closed the door with his hip as he looked through the pile 
of 


mail in his hands. Most of it consisted of bills or junk mail, 
but there 


was a box that appeared to be some type of package. Brad 
tossed 


everything except the box on the table by the door and then 
walked 


over to the couch with the box. He sat and looked at the 
postmark. 


When he saw that it was from Ontario, his hands started to 
shake. It 


took two tries before he was able to open the box. 
It was just a plain shipping box; Brad pulled back the flaps, 


revealing a mess of packing paper. With still-clumsy hands, 
he yanked 


the paper out and reached farther inside. His hands 
encountered 


something soft. Frowning slightly, Brad pulled it from the 
box. He 
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stared for a moment before he felt a smile. In his hands was 
a stuffed 


giraffe wearing a green, blue, and white striped scarf. 


Brad remembered the giraffe. He and Patrick had taken a 
trip into 


a neighboring town for lunch one day and had been 
wandering around 


when he spotted it in a window. Patrick, knowing about the 
collection 


of stuffed animals that Brad"s grandmother had started for 
him when he 


was twelve, hadn"t batted an eye when Brad dragged him 
inside the 


store to look and see if they had one with a scarf. All of his 
animals had 


scarves. The first one had been a polar bear with a scarf 
that his 


grandmother had brought back from a trip to Alaska. He 
really wanted 


a giraffe. 


Unfortunately, while the giraffe in the window had been 
perfect, 


the store didn't have one with a scarf. Brad had left feeling 
somewhat 


down, but spending the rest of the day with Patrick had 
made 


everything better. He couldn"t believe that Patrick had 
remembered 


how much he had liked the giraffe. What was even more 
astounding 


was that Patrick had somehow found a scarf for it. 


Settling the giraffe in the crook of his arm, Brad dug back 
into the 


box. He pulled out a matching scarf, mittens, and socks for 
himself. 


Brad flung the scarf around his neck. Okay, | don’t think 
anyone has 


ever sent me knitted socks before. So either Patrick had 
someone make 


these, or he’s gone insane. It was kind of amusing to 
imagine him at 


some kind of gay man's stitch"n"bitch. 


At the bottom of the box was a CD with “Play Me” written on 
it 


in Patrick"s handwriting. Biting his lip, Brad stood, giraffe 
still in his 


arms, and put the disc in the player. He hit play and then 
curled back up 


on the couch, scarf around his neck, giraffe in his arms. 
“Hey, Brad, 


it’s me. Patrick.” 


Brad shivered as his estranged lover's voice washed over 
him. 


With Patrick"s voice echoing around the room, he could 
almost smell 


the scent of his skin. 


“So, | bet you’re wondering why I sent you this instead of 
calling. 


Well, | couldn’t really send the giraffe through the phone, 
now could 


12” 
Brad chuckled softly. 
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“Okay, l'Il be honest. | was afraid that if I called, you’d hang 
up 


on me. And I'd deserve it, | really would. God, | was such an 
asshole. 


l’d completely understand if you never want to talk to me 
again. It 


would break my heart, but I’d understand.” He let out a 
frustrated sigh. 


“Look, I’m horrible with words, well, at least words of my 
own, so l'm 


going to try and tell you how | feel a different way.” 


Brad settled against the couch cushions as a piano started 
playing 


a vaguely familiar tune. Patrick"s surprisingly good singing 
voice 


joined it a second later, and the feeling of connection that 
Brad had 


with Patrick, which had been fading since Patrick had left 
three weeks 


ago, flared back to life as he listened to the words of the 
song. 


Patrick still thought about him. 


And if the words in the song were true, Patrick still cared 
about 


him too. 


Brad was shaking slightly as the song finally came to an 
end. 


“Well, | guess that’s everything I have to say. I would really 
like 


to hear from you, Brad. | know I have a lot to make up for, 
but I’m 


willing to do it if you'll just give me a chance. Please, Brad, 
just give 


me a chance. Be my Angel again.” 


In the sudden silence of the room, Brad could hear the 
sound of 


the wind hitting the side of the house. A loud gust startled 
him so much 


that he actually jumped and clutched the giraffe tighter to 
his chest. 


Shaking his head at his own reaction, Brad took a deep 
breath and 


turned his attention to the phone. He reached out a still- 
Shaking hand 


and picked up the phone, dialing the number from memory. 
He started 


to breathe faster as the phone rang. 
“Hawkins.” 


“Patrick?” Brad whispered. He flinched as a loud thud came 
over 


the line. 
“Shit! Brad! Brad, are you still there?” 
“I"m here. What was that?” 


“| dropped the phone.” 


Brad felt a small smile cross his face. “You dropped the 
phone?” 


“Well, you sort of surprised me.” 
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Brad laughed softly. “I find that hard to believe. | never 
really 


took you for the type that is easily surprised.” 


“No. I"m more the type that makes stupid spur-of-the- 
moment 


decisions.” Patrick took a deep breath. “Did you get the 
package?” 


“| did. Where did you get the giraffe?” 


“When I was in Alberta, we went and did tourist stuff. | got it 
at 


that store we went to a few towns over.” 

“But where did you get the scarf?” 

“I may have pouted until Cam"s mom made it for me.” 
“You had Cam"s mother knit a scarf for a stuffed giraffe?” 


“Yep. Plus, there was so much yarn left over that she made 
one 


for you.” 
“She also made me mittens and socks.” 


“Mittens and socks? She didn"t tell me about those when 
she 


packed the box for me. What are you going to do with knit 
socks?” 


“Hey, it gets cold here. Now my feet will stay warm.” 
“I"m glad that your feet will stay warm.” 
Brad took a deep breath. “Patrick, did you mean it?” 


There was a Slight pause on the other end of the line that 
could 


have meant anything at this distance, followed by a breath 
Brad could 


hear. “Yes, | meant it. | meant every word.” 
“Why did you leave?” 


“Because I"m an idiot. And an asshole. | should have never 
left 


like that.” 


“You just left, and you never called.” Brad was horrified to 
hear 


how choked up his voice had become. Just thinking about 
the hole that 


Patrick had left when he ran away made his heart ache. 


“God, Brad, I am so sorry.” 
“You should be. You hurt me, Patrick.” 


“I know. And I know that you have every right to want 
nothing to 


do with me ever again, but please, Brad, please; | want 
another chance. 


Can you do that? Can you give me another chance?” 
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“You really want to do that, Patrick? You not only want to 
havea 


relationship, but you want to have a long-distance one?” 


“If it"s with you, I"ll take anything that | can get. These last 
three 


weeks have been awful.” 


“It hasn"t exactly been a picnic for me, either. The first time 
I let a 


man into my life, and he takes off on me.” Brad felt some of 
his anger 


start to bubble over. 
While he was happy to be talking to Patrick once again and 


thrilled that Patrick wanted to work on their relationship, he 
was still 


angry over the way he had been treated. In fact, he was 
fairly certain 


that if he and Patrick had been in the same room, he would 
have 


punched the other man. 


“Oh God, you've called to break up with me, haven't you? 
I"ve 


actually managed to fuck this up enough that you don't 
want anything 


to do with me.” 
Patrick"s outburst reminded Brad that he wasn't the only 


emotionally fragile one. With a little effort, he managed to 
get his anger 


under control. “Wow, you jump to conclusions worse than a 
woman.” 


“Huh?” 


“I"m not calling to break up with you, you moron. | want to 
work 


things out. I just need you to know that you have your work 
cut out for 


you. You hurt me, Patrick. You hurt me, and you"re going to 
have to 


make it up to me.” 


“I'll spend the rest of my life making it up to you, if you"ll 
just 


give me a chance.” 


“Don't jump too far ahead of yourself, Patrick. Let"s just 
take this 


one day at a time and see how it goes.” Brad finally relaxed 
into the 


couch. “So, you have a pretty decent singing voice.” 
“Thanks.” 

“Who did you get to play the piano for you?” 

“That was all me, Brad.” 

“You play the piano? Why didn"t | know that?” 


A soft chuckle came over the line. “It"s not exactly 
something that 


| advertise.” 
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“But you"re good.” 
“| am.” 


“And so modest,” Brad teased. The conversation was slowly 


losing the stilted quality that had tainted it earlier and was 
transforming 


into their normal form of banter. 


“Hey, my grandmother wanted me to be a concert pianist. | 
know 


I"m good.” 


Brad gave the phone a stunned look. “If you"re that good, 
why 


didn’t you become a concert pianist?” 
“|I wanted to be a cop. | went to the Julliard audition, mainly 


because my grandmother really wanted me to, but | wanted 
to bea 


cop.” Patrick laughed softy. “She sighed at me and made 
some crack 


about boys never doing what their elders wanted them to.” 
Brad laughed. “She sounds like she was a cool lady.” 

“She was. She would have loved you.” 

“You think so?” 


“| know so. She was smart. She would have seen how 
amazing 


you are.” 


Brad flushed, momentarily glad that Patrick was still in 
Ontario 


and couldn't see the color on his cheeks. “You think I"m 
amazing?” 


“| do.” 
“You're not that bad yourself.” 
“Even though I"m an idiot? And an asshole.” 


“You do have your asshole moments, but on the whole 
you're a 


pretty decent guy.” 
“That means a lot coming from you. For the life of me, | still 


don"t understand how guys like you and Julian can give me 
a second 


chance.” 
“You deserve a second chance, Patrick.” 


“So, how are we going to do this, Brad? | know that we're 
going 


to have to go slow so you can trust me again, but how do 
we do that?” 


“You"re leaving that up to me?” 
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“Hey, I"m the one who fucked up. You get to call how | make 
it 


up to you.” 


Brad took a deep breath and actually thought about the 
question. 


While he wanted nothing more than to have Patrick fly to 
Alberta so he 


could wrap the older man in his arms, he knew that going 
slow was the 


best idea. The way Patrick made his emotions jump would 
bea 


problem face-to-face until they worked out some of their 
issues. “How 


about phone calls and e-mail?” 
“Phone calls and e-mail?” 
“For now. We should talk on the phone at least once a week, 


maybe more. You know, take the time to learn all about 
each other.” 


“You mean that step we kind of skipped last time?” 
Brad smiled. “That would be the one.” 


“Sounds like a plan. Would daily phone calls be a bit too 
crazy 


stalker?” 
“Maybe a bit. | wouldn"t mind daily e-mails, though.” 


“That's right, the web designer likes the Internet.” 


“I do. You probably just use it to look up porn.” 
“Mean. | can e-mail you a picture of my new dog.” 
“You got a dog?” 

“| did.” 

“Wow, | guess we have a lot to talk about.” 

“Yeah, we do.” 


“So, do you have time now, sugar?” The endearment 
Slipped past 


his lips before Brad could stop it. 
“Yeah, Angel, | have time.” 


“Good,” Brad replied. Warmth flooded through him at the 
sound 


of the treasured pet name. His stuffed giraffe in one arm, 
Brad twisted 


his body so he was sprawled comfortably across the couch. 
“Tell me 


about the dog.” 
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TUGGING on the collar of one of the few dress shirts he 
owned, Brad 


walked up to the front doors of Score!, the sporting goods 
store that had 


hired him to do their web page. He wasn"t always asked to 
come to the 


store when he designed a web page, but the Calgary-based 
store wanted 


him to meet with their head of marketing. With his laptop 
bag over one 


shoulder, Brad pushed open the door and entered the store. 


The inside of the store was larger than Brad had expected 
and 


Surprisingly well-lit. Everything seemed to be neatly 
organized, and the 


store was split into sections for the different sports. Brad 
readjusted his 


bag and headed over the easily located customer-service 
desk. A rather 


perky blonde girl smiled at him. 


Her smile brightened as her eyes traveled over his body. 
“Can | 


help you?” 


“I have an appointment with Mr. Wilson.” 


“Let me just tell him that you"re here,” she replied. The 
smile on 


her face didn"t dim as she lifted the phone. Brad could feel 
a small 


chuckle trying to build. He was starting to think that the 
young girl was 


hoping that he would be working there. He coughed to 
smother a wry 


grin as she batted her eyes at him. 


“Mr. Wilde?” a voice called. Brad turned to see a man in his 
late 


forties walking toward him. He was tall, with brown hair 
flecked with 


hints of gray at the temples and smiling brown eyes. He was 
dressed 


Simply in jeans and a button-down shirt, but there was an 
aura of 


authority to him. A slightly limping gait brought him to 
Brad"s side, 


where he held out a hand. “I"m Allan Wilson.” 
“Brad.” Brad"s hand was taken in a rather firm shake. 


“We're in the process of packing everything up to move 
next door 


for a lunch meeting.” Allan gave him a sheepish smile. “l 
Skipped 


breakfast this morning, and I"m starving. | hope you don"t 
mind.” 


“Not at all.” 


“Good. Follow me and you can give us a hand with some of 
this 


stuff.” Allan turned, and Brad fell into step with him. 
“So, who makes up the ,we" you mentioned?” 
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“Well, me, of course, and Dwight Richards. He"s our 
marketing 


guy. He had some ideas on what should be included in the 
website and 


wanted to be included in the meeting.” 


“Of course he did,” Brad muttered. He felt his ears redden 
as 


Allan laughed. He hadn'"t realized that he had said that out 
loud. 


“Yeah, Dwight can be like that. Seems to think he knows 


everything about how to give the store more impact. At one 
point, he 


had even said that he was going to do the web design 
himself.” 


“How did that turn out?” 


“I think he may have bought a how-to book before deciding 
thata 


professional would be a better idea.” 


Brad laughed lightly. “He sounds a bit like some of the 
people | 


design for.” 


A bright smile crossed Allan"s face, making lines crinkle at 
the 


edge of his eyes. “Get a lot of people like that, do you?” 


“More than you'd think. The marketing types seem to think 
that 


just because they can do an ad campaign, they can doa 
web page. It"s 


fun coming in to fix things after they mess up.” 


“Well, at least with you here now, we can skip the messing- 
up 


part,” Allan remarked. He had stopped in front of an office 
door with 


the word “Private” scrawled across it. He pulled the door 
open and 


waved Brad ahead of him. “After you.” 


The first thing that Brad noticed as he stepped into the 
office was 


the man waiting inside. It wasn"t his looks that had captured 
Brad"s 


attention, but the way he had situated himself so that 
whoever walked 


in the door had no choice but to look at him. He was shorter 
than Brad, 


with blond hair, brown eyes, an artificial tan, and a slightly 
prominent 


nose. A rather friendly smile crossed his face as he held out 
his hand. 


“Hi, I"m Dwight Richards. And you must be Brad.” 

“lam,” Brad replied, shaking the man's hand. “Nice to meet 
you.” 
“Likewise.” Dwight released his hand almost reluctantly and 


waved at a small stack of folders on the desk. “Well, I"ve got 


everything packed up. We should get going if we want to 
cover 


everything on my itinerary and get something to eat.” 
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Allan sighed and leaned against the door frame. “Dwight, 
you 


have a way of sucking the fun out of everything.” 
“This isn"t fun, this is business.” 


“| don"t know. Brad here looks like he enjoys his job, which 
leads 


me to believe that this should be fun, so stop being sucha 
wet blanket 


and let"s get going. I"m hungry.” The words and tone were 
teasing, but 


there was an underlying sense of steel to Allan"s words that 
let Brad 


know he was dealing with a man who was used to being in 
charge. It 


also seemed as though he didn't appreciate it when people 
in his 


employ thought they knew better than others. 


An annoyed expression crossed Dwight"s face, but he 
relented, 


Snatched up the stack of files, and stalked past them. Allan 
sent an 


amused glance in his direction and then looked back at Brad 
with his 


eyes twinkling with mirth. Brad had to suppress a chuckle. 
Allan was 


certainly a force to be reckoned with. Shrugging his laptop 
bag into a 


more comfortable position, Brad followed Allan out of the 
office. 


Brad waved to the perky blonde behind the counter as he 


followed Allan and Dwight out of the store. She smiled 
brightly and 


returned his wave. Brad grinned. She was so perky it was 
infectious, 


and he nearly skipped out of the store. He caught Allan"s 
grin out of the 


corner of his eye and slowed his pace, blushing softly. They 
were never 


going to give him the job if he kept acting like an idiot. 


They walked down the street to a small, cozy-looking deli. 
Allan 


and Dwight nodded at the man behind the counter, who 
then directed 


them to a booth in the back. When they reached the booth, 
Dwight slid 


in first, and Allan sat beside him. Brad saw what appeared 
to be 


annoyance flash through Dwight"s eyes. Either Dwight 
didn"t like 


being that close to his boss, or he wanted to sit with Brad. 
Brad placed 


his laptop bag on the bench beside him, pulled his laptop 
out, and put it 


on the table in front of him. 


While his laptop powered up, Brad looked around the deli. 
“This 


is a really nice little place.” 


“I eat here a lot,” Allan replied. He pulled two menus out of 
the 


holder on the table and handed one to Brad and one to 
Dwight. 
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Brad looked at the menu in surprise. It had a rather large 
selection 


for such a small place. The menu contained several different 
types of 


soup and salad along with the sandwich selection. He"d just 
finished 


reading over the menu when a young man approached the 
table and 


asked if they were ready to order. Dwight ordered a small 
bowl of 


broccoli soup and a house salad. Allan ordered a Philly 
cheesesteak 


Sandwich and an order of fries. After one last quick glance at 
the menu, 


Brad chose to get the pulled pork sandwich with fries and 
coleslaw. 


While they ate, Brad tilted his laptop toward them and went 


through all of the different design ideas that he had. They 
talked about 


using the store"s logo; colors to use on the web site; how 
Allan wanted 


the navigation bar to look; if he wanted the mouse to 
change when 


Showing a link or if he wanted the link itself to change color; 
if he 


wanted to show on-hand numbers for the merchandise; if a 
map to the 


store should be included, along with store e-mail, phone, fax 
and 


contact info; and finally, if Allan wanted to one day set up 
for online 


orders. 


They had just about finished with their meeting when Allan 
gota 


call on his cell phone. He looked down at his phone and 
frowned. 


“Sorry, Brad, | need to take this.” 
“Not a problem. I"m pretty much wrapped up anyway.” Brad 


stretched his arm across the table and grasped Allan"s 
hand. “It was 


nice meeting you.” 


“Same. If you need anything for the web page, just give me 
a 


Call.” 
“IIl do that.” Brad almost let Allan get to his feet before he 


remembered that he wanted to take some pictures. “Oh, 
could | come 


back with my camera to get some shots?” 
“Sure. Come by whenever you want.” 
“Want me to call first?” 


“Nah. It"ll be more realistic if you take pictures without 
giving us 


a chance to clean up first. Give the store that lived-in look.” 
Brad laughed. “Okay, I"II do that.” 


Allan waved and left the deli. Brad and Dwight finished what 
was 


left of the coffee that had been brought for them while 
chatting about 
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random things, like what they had liked about school and 
which sport 


was their favorite. By the time they had finished the meal, 
Brad felt like 


he had a new friend in the making. 
“That was an incredible meal.” Brad gave a small sigh of 
satisfaction. “How much do | owe you?” 


“This one"s on us. Consider it congratulations on getting the 
job.” 


Dwight grinned. “Plus, we can write it off as a business 
lunch.” 


Brad laughed. “I can live with that, but next time let me at 
least 


chip in.” 


“I'll try, but that"s up to Allan.” Dwight gave him a cheerful 
smile 


and then headed to the counter to pay. Brad took the 
opportunity fora 


quick run to the bathroom before he had to get on the road. 
When he 


returned from relieving himself, Dwight was waiting by the 
door. They 


walked back to Brad"s car in a friendly silence. 
“Well, Dwight, it was nice to meet you.” 


“Nice to meet you, as well.” Dwight reached out and gave 
his 


hand a shake, once again lingering on the release. “If | don"t 
see you 


when you stop by for the pictures, I"Il see you at the next 
meeting. 


Have a Safe drive.” 


“Thanks.” Brad waved to Dwight as he climbed into his car. 
He 


thought he saw Dwight give him a once-over, but Brad put it 
out of his 


mind as just a trick of his overactive imagination. Why 
would Dwight 


be checking him out? Putting the car in gear, he headed 
home with 


ideas for his new project dancing in his head. 


CHAPTER 
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CAM snapped a picture of the older woman looking at her 
miniature 


poodle in horror as it rolled in the mud. He didn"t bother to 
hide the 


grin on his face. That was one of the things he loved about 
taking 


pictures at the dog park. Dogs were more honest than 
people. They did 


what made them happy. The woman looked like she was 
going to burst 


into tears by the time the white dog rolled out of the mud 
puddle. She 


backed away from the dog as it tried to put its muddy paws 
on her leg. 


Cam laughed and snapped another picture. 


When the weight of a head landed on his thigh, Cam 
reached 


down and scratched the dog. His hand paused when he 
didn"t feel the 


familiar texture of Hershey"s fur. He looked down to see a 
German 


Shepherd resting on his lap. Cam continued to pet the dog 
as a tail 


wagged happily against his leg. 


“You know, you really shouldn"t pet another man"s dog 
without 


permission, Shutterbug.” 
Cam looked up as Patrick settled beside him. “Making things 
dirty is as easy as breathing for you, isn't it?” 


“Hey, you"re the one who went to the dirty place. | didn"t 
saya 


word.” There was a bright smile on Patrick"s face. Bingo left 
Cam's lap 


and went to flop down beside her master. She seemed to 
have adjusted 


to no longer being a working dog quite well, if the sprawl 
was anything 


to go by. 


“You're always in the dirty place,” Cam muttered. When 
Hershey 


came trotting over with a stick in her mouth, Cam took it 
from her and 


gave it a toss. She bounded after it. “You look better.” 
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Cam cast a glance at his oldest friend. “So, the long- 
distance 


relationship is working out for you?” 


“Anything that gets me Brad.” Patrick sighed as he rested 
back 


against the bench they were sitting on. “I miss him.” 


“Is that your subtle way of asking me to watch Bingo so you 
can 


go to Alberta?” 


“No, that was my subtle way of saying I"m sorry for being 
an ass 


when I got back. I"m not used to this whole caring thing, 
and being 


away from Brad kind of messed me up.” 


“Noted.” Cam leaned over and rested his head on Patrick"s 


shoulder. “And forgiven.” Cam snuggled in as one of 
Patrick"s arms 


wrapped around his waist. “So, am I going to get to meet 
your 


boyfriend?” 
“I don"t know. | don"t want you to scare him off.” 
“Me? You think | would scare him off? I"m the normal one!” 


“That's just what you think, Shutterbug.” Patrick"s arm 
tightened 


around his waist, and Cam felt lips pressed to his hair. 
“You"re 


special.” 


“How come when you Say that | feel like | should be wearing 
a 


helmet and eating paste?” Cam watched as Hershey 
returned with the 


stick. This time, instead of giving it to Cam, she dropped it 
in front of 


Bingo. The older dog looked from the stick to Hershey as if 
to say, 


“Are you serious?” Hershey simply wagged her tail until 
Patrick took 


pity on her and tossed the stick. 


“Shutterbug, your dog is as messed up as you are.” 


“There is nothing wrong with my dog.” 

“Uh-huh. Sure. She just tried to play fetch with another dog 
instead of the two humans sitting on the bench.” 

“Maybe she just doesn"t like you.” 

“Not possible. Everybody likes me.” Patrick tapped Cam'"s 
camera with his hand. “What are you taking pictures of?” 
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“Life.” Cam looked around the park at all of the people and 
their 


dogs. “I like to come here and just take pictures of the 
things that 


happen.” 
“What type of things?” 


“Well, last week, | got a picture of a toy poodle dragging 
away a 


purse that was twice its size while the owner was napping. 
The dog had 


it half buried before she noticed.” 
Patrick laughed. “Dog purse thief. Neat.” 


Cam shrugged. “I can"t really explain it. | just like it here.” 


“Hey, I"m not judging you. | love you even though you"re a 
freak.” 

“You are such an ass.” 

“But you love me anyway.” 

“I do.” Cam pulled away from him and stared into his best 


friend"s green eyes. “Although | sometimes think | may need 
to be 


committed when | think about the shit you talk me into.” 
“Hey, it"s not like | held a gun to your head.” 

“Which you could do.” 

“Very true, but | let you make your own bad choices.” 


“And yet when I make those bad choices, I"m always with 
you. 


r 


That would lead me to believe that you are a bad influence.’ 
Cam 


grinned and slapped Patrick"s arm. “Bad Patrick, no cookie.” 


“But | want a cookie.” Patrick gave Cam a pout and 
attempted 


puppy-dog eyes. The mirth Cam could see in the green 
depths kept the 


eyes from working. 


“Nope, no cookie.” Cam felt his lips twitch as he tried to 
Suppress 


a smile. He really did love it when Patrick bantered with him. 
“But I—do you even have cookies?” 


“No, but it was really fun seeing you pout for a fake snack.” 
Cam 


burst into amused laughter as Patrick glared at him in 
outrage. His 


laughter just got worse as Patrick shoved him. 


“And you think /’m the mean one.” Patrick"s outrage faded 
as he 


started to laugh softly. 
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“| never said you were mean. | said you were an ass.” 
“You kiss your boyfriend with that mouth?” 


“Among other things.” Cam let his lips curl in a sly grin. 
When 


Patrick broke into his trademark grin and laughed, Cam felt 
as if a 


weight had been lifted from his shoulders. It looked as if 
Patrick was 


finally starting to heal. 


“SO HOW is the new account going?” Annabelle asked. Brad 
looked 


up as a cup of tea appeared in front of him. He smiled as his 


grandmother settled across the table from him. Annabelle 
was nota 


coffee person. All she ever drank was tea. She even refused 
to have 


coffee—or a coffee maker—in the house. People who didn"t 
like tea 


were just out of luck. 


“Good. Allan, the owner, he"s a great guy and he has some 
really 


good ideas.” Brad fiddled with his tea until Annabelle 
pushed the sugar 


across the table. He smiled and added some to his tea. 
“Dwight, the 


marketing guy... his ideas aren"t that great.” 


“Do you have to listen to his ideas?” Annabelle took a sip of 
her 


tea before adding her own touch of sugar. 


“Not really. Allan"s the one in charge. | just listen to Dwight 
to be 


polite.” Brad smiled at his grandmother. “I do a lot of smiling 
and 


nodding and then ignoring. Plus, he kind of gives me a weird 
vibe.” 


Annabelle laughed. “Well, at least you know what you"re 
doing.” 


“That's why they hired me.” Brad flashed his grandmother a 
cocky grin and laughed when she rolled her eyes at him. 
“And what do you mean by a weird vibe?” 


“I can't really explain it. Sometimes | think | catch him 
watching 


me. He never really does anything; it"s just a feeling that | 
get.” 


“Well, then you should keep an eye on him. If he does it 
again, 


you just tell him that you"re seeing someone.” Annabelle 
placed her 


teacup back in its saucer. “On that note, how are things 
going with your 


young man?” 
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“Better than | thought they would. | thought it would be 
harder to 


have a long-distance relationship.” Brad gave his 
grandmother a rather 


lopsided smile. “I do really miss him, though.” 


“I"d be surprised if you didn"t. I"m glad that the two of you 
are 


working things out. | was worried about you.” 


“Why?” Brad asked with a touch of surprise. He"d thought 
he'd 


done a good job of hiding how he felt from his grandmother. 


“You seemed so Sad after he left.” Annabelle reached across 
the 


table and gave his hand a squeeze. “I just want you to be 
happy.” 


“Gran, can | ask you something?” 


“You can ask me anything, you know that.” Annabelle 
smiled as 


She lifted her tea to her lips once again. 
“Why didn"t you like any of my girlfriends?” 


“My, you would pick the hard topic, wouldn"t you?” Placing 
her 


tea back on the table, she stood. “Come on, if we"re going 
to have this 


conversation, we"re going to do it on the couch. It"s more 
comfortable 


out there.” 
Brad grabbed both of the teacups—saucers included—and 


followed his gran into the other room. He placed her mug in 
front of 


her on the coffee table. Maybe he should call it the tea 
table? When she 


patted the spot next to her on the couch, he sat there 
instead of the chair 


he usually sat in when they chatted. Once he was settled on 
the couch, 


she turned to face him. 


“So, you want to know why | didn't like any of your 
girlfriends?” 


“Yas,” 
“It was the way you acted when you were with them.” 
Brad furrowed his brow in confusion. “I don"t understand.” 


“Your happiness seemed forced. It never looked natural to 
me. It 


was like you were going through the motions of what you 
thought you 


should be feeling.” 


“Really?” 


“It was like you were trying too hard.” Annabelle reached 
over 


and patted his hand. “Plus, some of the girls you dated were 
Sluts.” 
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Brad let loose a startled laugh as he thought about what his 
gran 


had said. He ran a hand through his hair and looked at his 
teacup. They 


were using the ones with the bluebirds on them. Brad 
wouldn"t admit it 


to many people, but they were his favorite teacups. “You 
don"t think | 


led them on, do you?” 


“No, darling, | don"t. | know that you cared for them, but it 
just 


never seemed right. There was a glimpse of that real 
emotion when you 


were with Roz, but | think it was more friendship than love. It 
was like 


you were waiting for the right person.” 
“And you think that person is Patrick.” 


“Darling, when you"re near him, you glow. There's no other 
way 


to describe it. He brings out true happiness in you.” She 
smiled at him, 


and Brad felt himself blushing at her description if his 
relationship. 


“He does make me feel things I never felt with any of the 
girls | 


dated.” 
“Bradley, | don"t need that much information.” 


Brad felt his mouth drop open. “Gran! That is not what | 
meant!” 


“Darling, you are so much fun to tease.” She patted his 
thigh. 


“Oh, | have something that | want to show you.” 


“What?” Brad moved closer as she picked up the photo 
album 


that was sitting on the table. When Annabelle opened the 
album, Brad 


moved close enough to allow him to pull half of the heavy 
album onto 


his lap. He waited patiently while his gran flipped through 
the book to 


the page she wanted. 
“Here it is.” She pointed at a picture of two young women 


standing beneath an apple tree with their arms around each 
other. 


“That"s me on the left.” 


“Wow. You were quite the looker when you were younger,” 
Brad 


commented. He grinned when he saw a slight flush to his 
grandmother's cheeks. 

“Thank you.” 

“Who's the other girl?” 

“That is my best friend, Maggie Harris.” 


Brad looked over at his gran. “I don"t remember meeting 
her.” 
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“She moved away before you were born. Her son was 
starting a 


family in Ontario, and she wanted to be close.” 


“Do you still talk?” 


“Not anymore. She died eight years ago.” 

“I"m sorry. Wait, did you say her last name was Harris?” 
“Yes.” 

“As in Harris Industries?” Brad asked. Harris Industries was a 


company that had been formed by oil money years before 
but had 


branched off into other areas as well over the past thirty 
years. The 


Harris family manor was about an hour away, in the lake 
area. Twelve 


years ago it had been turned into a rather upscale bed-and- 
breakfast. 


Brad had seen ads for it on TV. The place was beautiful. 
“Yes, that family.” 


“Not to sound rude, but how did you meet? You wouldn"t 
have 


exactly been in the same social circles.” 
“We met at boarding school. She was a wonderful person.” 


Annabelle sat back against the couch. “The reason I"m 
telling you 


about this is because the man Maggie married was named 
Richard 


Hawkins.” 


“Wait, are you telling me that your friend Maggie was—” 
“Marguerite Hawkins. She was Patrick"s grandmother.” 
“Why didn"t you tell me before?” 


“I wasn"t sure. He has Maggie"s eyes—which is what made 
me 


think about it in the first place—but that really wasn"t 
enough evidence 


for me. After he left, | went through the letters she had sent 
me until | 


found the one where she mentioned her only grandson. 
Maggie was the 


last Harris, and from the things she said about her son, | 
think she left 


everything to Patrick.” 


Brad blinked slowly. “Are you trying to tell me that my 
boyfriend 


owns Harris Industries?” 
“I think he might.” 


“I guess that would explain why he didn"t seem worried 
about 


being away from work for a month.” Brad sighed and let his 
head drop 


back against the couch. “Why didn't he tell me?” 
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“I don"t know, darling. You"ll have to ask him.” 


“That"s not really a conversation | want to have over the 
phone.” 


“You"ll never know if you don"t ask him.” She ran her 
fingers 


over the picture of Maggie. “She was a wonderful woman. 
She was 


buried here in the Harris family plot. You went to the funeral 
with me.” 


“| did?” 


“Yes. You would have been eighteen at the time,” she 
replied. 


Brad sent his mind back as he tried to remember the 
funeral. 


He had vague memories of the event. He remembered that 
there 


were a lot of people there. He also remembered feeling 
uncomfortable 


with the attraction he felt toward the young man in dark 
glasses. With a 


start, Brad realized that the young man had been Patrick. 
He'd watched 


his gran give him a hug but had been too scared to 
approach himself. 


“| remember seeing Patrick there.” Brad laughed. “I thought 
he 


was cute.” 

“You didn"t tell me that.” 

“Back then I had trouble telling myself.” 
“Maybe you should tell him now?” 


“Maybe | will,” Brad responded. He kissed his gran on the 
cheek 


and climbed to his feet. “Thanks for lunch, Gran.” 
“You"re welcome, darling. Tell your young man | said hello.” 


“I will.” Brad gave her shoulder a squeeze and let himself 
out of 


her house. Once on the steps, he closed the door behind 
him and pulled 


out his cell phone. Barely thinking about it, he hit the speed 
dial for 


Patrick's cell. 
“Hawkins.” 


“Hey, sugar.” 


“Brad! This is a nice surprise. What"s up?” 
“Not much. My gran says hello. We had lunch.” 


“Next time you talk to her, tell her that | say hi back. So, | 
hate to 


do this to you, but I"m at work. Is there a reason you 
called?” 


“Į just wanted to tell you that | think you"re cute.” 
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Patrick laughed. “I think you"re gorgeous. Call me later?” 
“Will do. | miss you.” 

“I miss you too, Angel. Bye.” 


“Bye.” Brad hung up the phone with a smile on his face. It 
might 


have been a short conversation, but just hearing Patrick"s 
voice made 


him feel better. He climbed into his car with a smile on his 
face. He 


was looking forward to his next conversation with his 
boyfriend. 
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CHAPTER 


V 
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Chapter 6 


PATRICK ran his fingers through his hair, trying to decide if 
he cared 


enough to do something with it before he left for work. His 
annoyance 


at still being stuck on desk duty helped him decide against 
fixing his 


hair. His shoulder was much better now. He really should"ve 
been 


allowed to leave the station. Captain Hanson was just 
punishing him for 


the altercation he"d had with Burt Holland. Someone had 
finally told 


him about the fight they"d had when Patrick had returned 
from Calgary, 


so Patrick was stuck at his desk and Burt was checking 
parking meters. 


With a tired sigh, Patrick studied his reflection in the mirror. 


While he didn"t really care about his hair, the dark circles 
under his 


eyes were rather troubling. He hadn't been able to sleep 
after being 


unable to reach Brad on the phone the night before. 
It had been two weeks since their reconciliation, and—even 


though Brad had made comments about it being too stalker- 
like—they 


talked just about every night on the phone. When Brad 
hadn't called at 


the normal time, Patrick had been surprised at how worried 
he had 


become. It was just a missed phone call. A missed phone 
call from his 


boyfriend. A missed phone call from his boyfriend, whom he 
was really 


starting to care about—possibly even love—that he might 
have 


overreacted to. Overreacted by sending an e-mail. A rather 
long, 


possibly insane e-mail full of babble and worry. Patrick was 
starting to 


hope that Brad hadn"t received the e-mail. 


Giving up on his appearance, Patrick wandered into the 
kitchen to 


make sure that Bingo had enough food and water for while 
he was 


gone. She walked over and nudged his leg. Patrick reached 
down and 


scratched her head before heading to the kitchen to let her 
out the back 
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door. While the dog did her business, Patrick attempted to 
remember 


what exactly he had written in the e-mail. What he could 
remember did 


not fill him with joy. It was more like dread. 


“Brad's going to think that | lost my mind,” Patrick 
muttered. He 


held the door for Bingo, and she came back into the house. 
Patrick 


didn"t like leaving her alone in the yard, so he tried to check 
on her 


periodically during the day. He gave her a quick scratch 
before heading 


out of the kitchen. 


Patrick picked up his packed gym bag, which he had left by 
the 


kitchen entrance when he let Bingo out. Being stuck on desk 
duty left 


him enough time to hit the gym before he headed home at 
the end of 


the day. With a deep sigh, Patrick headed for the door. He 
had almost 


reached it when someone rang the bell. Giving the clock a 
quick 


glance, Patrick realized that he would most likely be late for 
work after 


dealing with whomever was at the door. 


Grumbling to himself about people with horrible timing, 
Patrick 


continued on his way to the front door, but at a slightly 
accelerated 


pace. He opened the door and barely got a chance to see 
the person on 


the other side before he was enfolded in strong arms. A 
hungry mouth 


descended on his before he had a chance to speak. 


Patrick opened his mouth to object, and a tongue forced its 
way 


inside. When he got a taste of the man kissing him, he 
recognized it. It 


was a taste he would never forget. It was Brad. Patrick 
moaned into the 


kiss and wrapped his arms around the other man. When he 
was forced 


backward, he went with the motion. Patrick broke away from 
the kiss 


as he heard his front door shut. He pulled back slightly and 
found 


himself staring into smiling blue eyes. “Brad?” 


“Hey, sugar.” Brad ran a hand down Patrick"s cheek with a 
smile, 


causing Patrick to shiver. 
“What are you doing here?” 


“I missed you, so | got on a plane. Sorry | missed your call 
last 


night. | had the phone off since my flight left early and | was 
trying to 


get some sleep.” 
“You didn"t get the e-mail?” 


“What e-mail?” 
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Patrick gave a small laugh. He couldn"t stop staring into 
Brad's 


eyes. “When you look at your e-mail, just delete the one 
from me from 


last night.” 


“Okay.” Brad ran his fingers down Patrick"s cheek once 
more. 


“God, | missed you.” 


Patrick whimpered softly, then pressed himself against Brad 
once 


again. When Brad"s mouth met his, Patrick surrendered to 
the kiss 


willingly. He opened to the questing tongue, marveling 
Slightly at how 


their time apart seemed to have made Brad a touch more 
forceful. It 


was a Change that Patrick liked. He pressed himself closer 
as Brad 


nearly ate his mouth. It had been five weeks since the last 
time he had 


been in Brad's arms, and Patrick felt like a starving man 
who had just 


been given a ten-course meal. 


Patrick couldn't get enough of Brad"s touch and responded 


eagerly, almost begging for more. He molded himself to the 
Slightly 


shorter man while all thoughts of work fled his mind. He 
couldn't think 


of anything except the feel of Brad"s hands on his body. 
Patrick 


allowed his arms to drop away from Brad"s shoulders as he 
felt deft 


fingers at the buttons of his jacket. Once the jacket hit the 
floor, he 


wrapped his arms around Brad once more, burying his 
hands in Brad"s 


blond hair. When he felt Brad"s hands on the bare skin of his 
back, all 


the desire and need he'd been repressing since he'd left 
Alberta burst to 


the surface. He needed to be touched, and he needed it 
now. 


“Brad, need you,” Patrick moaned. He gasped as Brad 
pushed 


him to the floor. With the need for Brad riding him, he hardly 
felt the 


impact. His erection was throbbing so hard that Patrick 
didn"t even 


consider getting Brad to the bedroom. Patrick fumbled at 
Brad"s belt as 


they slid on the hardwood floor. Brad pushed his hands 
away and with 


a final, bruising kiss, flipped Patrick around so he was on all 
fours. 


Patrick"s final position ended with his forearms half on the 
hardwood 


floor and half on the area rug that led farther into the house. 
“Um, Patrick?” 

“Huh?” 

“The dog is staring at us.” 
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Patrick looked up and saw Bingo standing in the hall looking 
at 


them. “Bingo, kitchen!” She stood for a moment more 
before giving 


her tail a flick and turning around. Once the dog was out of 
sight, 


Patrick felt Brad"s hands on him once again. 


Patrick moaned as his pants and boxer-briefs were pulled 
down to 


his knees in one swift motion. His hips were tilted to a better 
angle, and 


Patrick had to brace his arms against the floor to keep his 
balance. 


Brad"s strong hands ran over the smooth skin of his ass, 
and Patrick 


shivered under the contact. When he felt a coated finger 
pressing 


against his opening, he emitted a needy whimper. He had 
no idea where 


Brad had pulled the lube from, but that didn't stop him from 
attempting 


to push back onto the gentle digit. 
“Calm down, Patrick, | don"t want to hurt you.” 


“Need you.” Patrick knew that Brad was right, but he 
needed the 


other man so badly that he just didn"t care. 


“And | need you, but | won"t hurt you. Just relax.” Brad 
pressed a 


kiss to his lower back and continued his slow ministrations. 


Patrick writhed in pleasure and made low moaning sounds in 
the 


back of his throat. He couldn"t remember the last time he 
had been so 


turned on. One finger became two, and Patrick hissed at the 
burn. He 


hadn"t been with anybody since the last time Brad had been 
inside him. 


Maybe all of the extra time that Brad was taking was a good 
idea. 


Patrick howled as Brad"s stretching fingers found his 
prostate. He was 


rapidly approaching the point where he could come without 
a touch. 


Brad seemed to be able to bring that out in him without a 
lot of extra 


effort. Brad was pushing every one of his buttons, and 
Patrick was still 


wearing most of his clothes. He could feel his shirt riding up 
his back 


and his pants trapping his legs. Patrick whimpered as the 
fingers 


Slipped out of his ass, but when he felt hands skim over his 
sides, 


Patrick shuddered. He distantly heard the sound of Brad 
opening a 


condom. Patrick moaned as Brad"s weight covered his back. 
As Brad"s 


chin hooked over his shoulder, Patrick tilted his head to give 
the other 


man more room. A nip to his ear caused Patrick to shiver. 
“Ready?” 


“Yes,” Patrick panted. He hissed in pleasure as he felt Brad 
start 


to slowly slide into him. Bracing his elbows and forearms on 
the floor, 
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Patrick thrust his body back, forcing Brad to enter him faster 
than the 


other man had planned. The sudden burn and slight flare of 
pain caused 


Patrick to suck in a harsh breath. 
“Damn it, Patrick. Are you okay?” 


“I"m fine.” Patrick began to tremble as his body adjusted to 
the 


intrusion. “I"d be better if you"d start moving.” 
Hands latched onto Patrick"s hips with enough force to leave 


bruises, and Brad started to thrust. The slow movements 
tore a cry out 


of Patrick"s mouth as he began to fall apart underneath his 
lover. He 


couldn"t remember the last time something had felt so 
good. It was like 


the pleasure started at the point where Brad entered him 
and danced up 


his spine. Every point of contact between his body and 
Brad's just 


increased his pleasure. He could feel Brad"s thumbs tracing 
circles on 


his hips as his lover reamed his ass. When Brad managed to 
nail his 


prostate several times in a row, Patrick lost it. He screamed 
as he 


sprayed his release over the floor. Patrick felt Brad expand 
inside of 


him as his lover called his name in release. Patrick 
whimpered softly as 


Brad slowly pulled out of his limp body. Only Brad"s hands 
on his hips 


kept him from falling into the mess he had made on the 
floor. Patrick 


let Brad move him onto the floor, but to one side of the 
mess. 


“Don't move.” 


“Don't think | can,” Patrick mumbled. He let his head fall 
down 


and found it resting on Brad"s discarded jacket. He didn"t 
remember 


getting it off of Brad. He was still in the process of getting 
his breathing 


under control again when Brad returned with a cloth to 
clean him up. 


The younger man had obviously found the kitchen. His 
considerate 


lover even rearranged his clothing for him. 
“Sugar, don"t you have to go to work?” 


Fingers brushed the slightly damp hair away from Patrick's 
neck, 


and a soft kiss was placed there. “I don"t think | can move.” 
That was 


the understatement of the year. Patrick felt like his spine 
was made of 


Jell-O. 

“IIl be here when you get back. I"Il even make you dinner.” 
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“And clean up the mess you made?” Patrick asked, slowly 
sitting 


up. His ass throbbed as he moved. It seemed as though he 
was going to 


spend the day with a reminder of his time with Brad. 
“Technically, you made the mess.” 


“It"s entirely your fault for trying to fuck me through my 
floor.” 


Patrick had regained his bearings enough to turn and look at 
his lover. 


Brad was lying on the floor, looking up at him. 
Brad gave him a lazy smile. “That was fun. I"I] clean up, Pat. 
Now go to work.” 


“Fine,” Patrick sighed. He pushed himself to his feet and 
looked 


around for his jacket. Brad got to his feet and helped him to 
put it on, 


which Patrick actually appreciated. Brad had blown his mind 
enough 


that he was having trouble focusing. Once Brad had him in 
the jacket, 


Patrick found himself being pulled into a lazy kiss by his 
lapels. By the 


time he pulled away, Patrick felt much better about the 
upcoming day. 


“This is the best surprise ever.” 


“I'M glad.” 


“Feel free to look around. Bedroom'"s upstairs if you want to 
have 


a nap.” 
“I may do that. What about the dog?” 


“Bingo will wake you up when she has to go out. | should be 
back 


sometime after five.” Patrick couldn't bring himself to pull 
out of 


Brad's arms. He was afraid the moment he did, what just 
happened 


would turn into a dream. “I"Il call the house on my lunch.” 


“I'll be here.” Brad pulled him in for another quick kiss. 
“Now 


get out of here.” 
“Bossy.” Patrick grinned. “I like it.” 
Brad laughed. “Goodbye, Patrick.” 


“Bye, Angel.” Patrick stole one more kiss, then forced 
himself to 


leave the house. Standing on his front porch, he tried to 
wrap his head 


around what had just happened. It had been a while since 
the last time 


he had shown up at work with a sex-addled brain. He hoped 
that Justine 


wouldn"t be too upset with him. 
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Glancing at his watch, Patrick swore. He really was going to 
be 


late. As he ran to his car, his ass reminded him that it was 
sore. 


Smiling, he gingerly slid behind the wheel. Knowing that 
Brad would 


be waiting for him at home when he finished work made 
being late less 


important. It just meant he had less time before he would be 
able to be 


back in Brad"s arms. 


BRAD woke from his nap feeling refreshed, happy, and 
sated. And 


sore. Sitting up in Patrick"s spacious bed, Brad flung the 
covers off of 


his lower body. There were red scuff marks on his knees. 
Brad felt a 


momentary pang of guilt. If his knees looked that bad, he 
wasn"t sure 


he wanted to see what Patrick"s looked like. Stifling a yawn, 
Brad 


stretched and let himself fall back against the bed. He knew 
he should 


get up, but not only was Patrick"s bed ridiculously 
comfortable, it also 


smelled like him. Brad had been without Patrick"s scent for 
overa 


month, and he didn't relish the idea of moving away from it. 


Hearing a noise, Brad turned his head. Standing near the 
foot of 


the bed was Bingo. The dog had followed him around the 
house while 


he had been snooping earlier. Brad wasn't sure what she 
thought of 


him. He knew that she was an ex-police dog, but he wasn"t 
sure what 


that meant for how she acted around strangers. He just 
hoped that the 


fact that Patrick had left him in the house would indicate 
that he was 


safe. Greatly daring, Brad rolled to the edge of the bed and 
held out his 


hand. 


Bingo padded over and gave his hand a thorough sniff. Her 
tail 


gave a small wag when she finished. Bingo put her paws on 
the bed, 


and Brad suddenly found himself with an incredibly friendly 
dog 


licking his face. He laughed and buried his face in her fur 
while petting 


her, attempting to get her to stop licking his face. 
Apparently deciding 


that he"d had enough, Bingo stopped licking him and 
dropped back 


onto the floor. 


“Well, now | need a shower,” Brad murmured. He stretched 
once 


more before finally pushing himself out of the bed. His bag 
was still in 


the rental car. When he had arrived, he had been too eager 
to see 


Patrick to worry about his luggage. Deciding he really didn't 
want to go 
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out to the car, Brad started to rummage through Patrick's 
drawers, 


looking for clothes. He found a pair of sweats and a T-shirt. 
Brad 


grabbed the items and took them with him into the attached 
bathroom. 


Brad froze just inside the bathroom door. The room was 
amazing. 


It was all blue, white, and pale-green tiles with silver 
accents. There 


were two sinks. The separate shower was against one wall, 
while the 


back of the room held the tub. The tub was large enough to 
seat two 


easily and was under a skylight. Visions of sharing that tub 
with Patrick 


had Brad fighting back a moan. Entertaining thoughts like 
that would 


not help him shower quickly so he could snoop through the 
house. 


Forcing his mind away from the tempting thoughts of a wet 
and 


naked Patrick, Brad began to open the cupboards, looking 
for an extra 


towel. He found one right away. Brad grabbed the large, 
fluffy blue 


bath sheet and hung it on a conveniently placed empty 
hook. He 


quickly shucked his boxers and stepped into the stand-alone 
shower. As 


he turned on the water, Brad took note of the space inside 
of the 


shower. He added the shower to the mental list of possible 
sex locations 


that he was making. Brad finished his shower, stepped out, 
and 


wrapped himself in the fluffy towel. After he dried off, he 
pulled on the 


clothes he had swiped from Patrick and left the bathroom. 


Bingo was waiting for him in the bedroom. When she saw 
him, 

she got to her feet and wagged her tail. Brad felt a grin 
cross his face. 


He"d always wanted a dog when he was a kid, but his father 
was 


allergic. He had considered getting one when he got his own 
house, but 


with the weird hours he put in as a web designer and the 
nights he spent 


at the bar, he just hadn"t thought it would be fair to the dog. 
Bingo fell 


in step with him as he left the room. 


Turning right would take him to the stairs and back to the 
main 


level of the house. Brad turned left. The hallway between 
rooms was 


lined with photographs. There were several pictures of a 
much younger 


Patrick with an older woman who must have been his 
grandmother. 


Brad looked closer and was able to see the resemblance to 
the young 


woman in the picture that his grandmother had shown him. 
He spotted 


one that must have been from when Patrick and Julian had 
been dating. 


They were on a campus somewhere with their arms around 
each other. 


Brad was about to head into the first room when one of the 
pictures 


caught his eye. 
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It was a black-and-white eight-by-ten in a simple frame. 
That 


wasn't what caught Brad"s eye; the subject matter was. It 
was a picture 


of Patrick—he looked to be about twenty or so—sitting up in 
a bed. 


The sheets were pooled around his waist, hiding his lower 
body from 


view. His head was tilted slightly downward, with a lock of 
hair falling 


over his forehead, and his eyes were looking up at the 
camera. There 


was a sheepish look on his face that Brad found rather 
endearing. It 


made him want to know what had caused the look. Brad ran 
his fingers 


over the edge of the frame before moving on. 


The next several pictures were of Patrick and a man with 
brown 


hair and blue eyes at various ages. Brad"s favorite was the 
one of 


Patrick and the unknown man—he was guessing it was Cam 
—covered 


in the end product of a food fight. The last picture on the 
wall was the 


most recent. Patrick was wearing his sling, and a casted 
Cam was in the 


arms of a blond man. 


Abandoning the picture wall, Brad pushed open the door to 
the 


first room he encountered and stepped inside. He was 
standing ina 


home office. The desk was in one corner of the room with 
filing 


cabinets next to it. The rest of the walls were lined with 
bookshelves 


that held everything from adventure novels to cookbooks. 
Spotting 


more pictures on the desk, Brad walked closer. It was one of 
those 


frames that was three frames hinged together. The picture 
in the middle 


was Patrick holding a baby. The one on the left held a 
tattooed man and 


woman sitting with a small child. Brad turned to the 
remaining picture 


and felt his jaw drop. 


He was in the picture. It had been taken at Hallie"s party. He 
and 


Patrick were on the ice rink. Brad had his arms around 
Patrick"S waist 


and was looking up at him with a smile on his face. Patrick 
was smiling 


as well. The picture was taken from the side, so he couldn"t 
see 


Patrick"s whole expression, but what Brad could see was 
enough. The 


picture was proof that he hadn"t imagined the way that 
Patrick felt 


about him. Brad had no idea who had taken the picture or 
how Patrick 


had managed to get it, but he wanted a copy. 


Brad gave the picture a tap before he left the room. Bingo 
once 


again fell into step with him as he crossed the hall. The first 
door turned 


out to be another bathroom. It was smaller than the one 
attached to the 


bedroom, but just as nice. Next to the bathroom was a linen 
closet, and 
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on the other side of the closet was a comfortable-looking 
guest room. 


The upstairs completely explored, Brad made his way down 
to the main 


level. 
The main floor had two smaller rooms. One was set up with 


weights and a punching bag. The other was a half-bath. 
There were two 


rooms off of the entranceway. One held couches and a 
fireplace with a 


baby grand piano by the large front window, which was 
complete with 


window seat. The other had couches as well and also had 
Patrick"s 


home theater system. There were shelves full of DVDs and 
CDs, along 


with numerous pictures. None of the pictures seemed to 
have Patrick"s 


parents in them, which was understandable to Brad, but 
there didn"t 


seem to be any of him as a child. 


Brad stepped into the final room on the main floor and 
looked 


around the spacious kitchen. The table off to one side 
looked like it 


could seat about six, maybe eight if they sat really close. All 
of the 


appliances seemed to be top-of-the-line, and there was a lot 
of counter 


space. While the room wasn'"t that extravagant, Brad was 
pretty sure 


that he could fit his kitchen inside of the one he was 
standing in. As 


Brad moved further into the kitchen, Bingo headed to the 
back door and 


gave a soft bark. Brad opened the door for her and let her 
into the 


backyard. He was staring at Patrick"s coffee maker, trying to 
figure out 


how it worked, when the back door suddenly opened. 
“Hey, Trick, | need to use the... you are not Patrick.” 


Brad turned and saw a short blond man about his age 
standing 


just inside the door. “No, | am not Patrick.” 


“Um, hi, I"m Keith.” Keith moved to one side to let Bingo 
back in 


the house. Hazel eyes looked Brad over from head to toe, 
and a bright 


smile crossed Keith"s face. “You"re Brad, aren"t you?” 


“Um, yeah, |I am.” Brad leaned against the counter and 
studied the 


other man. 


“Wow, this is great. | would love to talk to you, but | need 
sleep 


in the worst way.” 
“So you came here?” 


“Yeah. I just got off a double shift at the hospital—l"m a 
nurse— 


and when I got back to my apartment, my neighbors were in 
the middle 
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of having something installed or renovated. From the 
sounds, | think 


it"s the whole damn kitchen. | just need to sleep. | was 
hoping that 


Patrick would let me use the guest room.” 
“I have no problem letting you use the guest room.” 


“Thanks, man.” Keith looked down at his watch. “Um, wake 
me 


at three? That would give us some time to talk before Trick 
gets home.” 


“Sure.” 


“Cool.” Keith grinned and headed for the stairs. He paused 
before 


he left the kitchen and turned back to face Brad. “It really is 
great to 


meet you, Brad.” 


“You too.” Brad couldn't help but smile as Keith grinned at 
him 


before leaving the room. Keith"s good humor was infectious. 
Brad was 


about to go back to his study of the coffee maker when the 
house phone 


started to ring. He lunged across the kitchen and grabbed 
the phone. 


“Hello?” 
“Hey, Angel, did | wake you?” 
“No. | was just trying to figure out how to work your coffee 


maker. Where did you get it? Some type of parallel 
universe?” 


Patrick laughed. “It"s not that hard. You"re a bright boy. | 
think 


you can figure it out.” 


“Thanks. I"m glad that you think | have a brain.” 


“It"s one of your finest qualities.” 
“Wow, sucking up and I"ve only been in town for a couple of 


hours. Would this sucking up have anything to do with your 
other 


houseguest?” 
“What other houseguest?” 
“Keith just got here.” 


“I didn't know that he was going to be there. Is he okay?” 
There 


was concern in Patrick"s voice. “He doesn"t usually show up 
without 


calling first unless there"s something wrong.” 


“He seems fine. He said that he just got off a double shift 
and his 


neighbors were doing renovations. He"s sleeping in the 
guest room.” 
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“He'll be out for a while. Did you at least get a chance to 
snoop 


before he got there?” 


Brad grinned. “I did. You"ve got some neat stuff in the 
house, 


Sugar.” Brad leaned against the counter. “How are you 
feeling?” 


“Sore—and my arms are all beat to shit—but | am so happy 
that 


you"re here. Makes me wish | was still on leave.” 


“If you'd still been on leave, we probably would have made 
it to 


the bedroom,” Brad said with a laugh. He could feel a blush 
Starting at 


the answering chuckle he got from Patrick. 


“True. Just knowing that you"re sitting in my kitchen makes 
me 


want to ditch work and come home.” 


“How would you feel if you knew | was wearing your 
clothes?” 


A low groan came over the line. “Damn, Angel. How am | 


Supposed to spend the rest of the day knowing that you"re 
wearing my 


clothes?” 


“I guess it"s a good thing they"ve got you on desk duty.” 
Brad 


smirked at the phone, happy that he could affect his lover in 
such a 


Way. 


“Here"s hoping that no one wants me to stand up.” 
“Aw, poor baby.” 


“You've got me all over the place today, Angel. Every time 
that | 


move | can feel you. I"ve spent all morning hiding behind 
my desk.” 


Brad groaned as he felt himself start to harden at the 
images 


Patrick"s low voice were causing. “Damn, sugar, you"re 
starting to get 


me all worked up.” 
“Shit.” The sound of Patrick shifting could be heard over the 


phone. “It would be wrong of me to ask you for phone sex 
while I"m at 


work, wouldn"t it?” 

“Wouldn"t really be a good idea. And | think the police 
department would frown in it.” 

“Plus, | can get in-person sex when | get home, right?” 
Brad grinned at the phone. “I think that can be arranged.” 


“So, what are you making me for dinner?” 
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“I don"t know. | haven"t looked in your fridge yet.” 


“You know, | think there might actually be food in it this 
week.” 


A wry chuckle sounded over the line. “For a while the only 
things in 


the house were beer and coffee.” 


While stunned and slightly touched by Patrick's revelation, 
Brad 


was not impressed with the fact that his lover hadn"t been 
taking care of 


himself. “You missed me that much?” 

“Yeah, | did. Not having you around kind of sucked, Angel.” 
“It sucked without you too.” 

“Well, | better get back to work before | decide that my time 


would be better spent blowing off work to go home and blow 
you.” 


“Shit, Pat,” Brad moaned. The sudden visual image of 
Patrick"s 


lips wrapped around his shaft had Brad rising in his 
borrowed clothes. 


“Sorry.” 


r 


“You don"t sound that sorry. Go back to catching bad guys.’ 
“No bad guys today. Today | am writing reports.” Patrick 
sounded so annoyed that Brad had to smother a chuckle. 
“Well, try not to get a paper cut.” 

“I'll try. See you when I get home, Angel.” 


“Bye.” Brad hung up the phone with what he knew was a 
Silly 


smile on his face. Thankfully, Bingo was the only other 
occupant in the 


room, and Brad doubted that she would tell. Brad headed 
back to the 


coffee maker. Hopefully trying to figure out the machine 
would calm 


him down enough that he would be able to spend the rest of 
the day 


without a tent in his pants. As the sweatpants rubbed 
against his half- 


hard penis, Brad figured it was going to take some time. 


Maybe another shower would be a good idea. This time a 
cold 


one. 
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PATRICK dropped the last report onto the completed pile on 
his desk 


and stretched. His ass protested his movement on the chair, 
but every 


Small jolt of pain just made him smile. Brad was waiting for 
him. 


“What the hell did you do to your arms?” Justine demanded. 


Patrick grunted as she grabbed one of his arms. He had 
pushed the 


sleeves of his shirt up while he was working, so the bruises 
that the 


unexpected bout of sex had left on his arms were clearly 
visible. “Did 


you get in another fight?” 
Patrick rolled his eyes. “No, Mom, | didn"t get in a fight.” 


“Then what happened to your arms?” 


“Having sex on a hardwood floor is a bad idea,” Patrick 
replied. 


He snatched his arm back and started to pull down his 
Sleeves. He still 


couldn"t believe how damaged his arms were. 
“You had sex?” 


“I tend to do that.” Patrick stood with a groan. He was 
starting to 


think that his knees probably looked just as bad as his arms, 
if not 


worse. 


“Who did you have sex with? | thought you were doing the 
long- 


distance thing with Brad.” 


Patrick looked into Justine"s concerned eyes and smiled. 
“Brad"s 


waiting for me at home.” 
“Holy shit. Really?” 


“Yes, really.” 
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Justine grinned. “Then I guess I"m coming over for dinner.” 
She 


turned and started to walk away from his desk. 


“No!” Patrick lunged and managed to catch the edge of her 
jacket. 


He pulled, and Justine stumbled back. Patrick wrapped an 
arm around 


her waist and held her close to his chest. “You are not 
coming over for 


dinner.” 


“Why not? | want to meet your boyfriend.” Justine squirmed 
until 


Patrick let her go and then turned to face him. She brushed 
a loose lock 


of hair behind her ear. “Don"t you want me to meet him?” 


“Of course | want you to meet him. | just don"t want you to 
meet 


him today.” Patrick sighed and ran a hand over his face. 
“Look, he just 


got here this morning. | just want to spend tonight with my 
boyfriend. 


Alone.” Patrick was aware that he was pleading, but he 
couldn't help it. 


He still hadn"t even called Cam to let him know that Brad 
was in town. 


If someone else told the photographer, he was most likely a 
dead man, 


but Patrick couldn't bring himself to care. He just wanted to 
spend time 


with Brad. 


“Fine,” Justine relented. “I can wait until tomorrow to meet 
your 


boyfriend. You will let me meet him, right? | mean, this isn"t 
going to 


turn into you running off with him for the weekend and me 
never 


getting to meet him, is it?” 


“No.” Patrick laughed and pulled Justine into a hug. “Thank 
you, 


Sparky. You"re amazing.” 


“I know.” Justine pulled away from the hug, pulled Patrick's 
head 


down, and placed a kiss on his forehead. “Now you go and 
get back to 


the boyfriend I"m not allowed to meet until tomorrow.” 
“T will.” 
“Good. I"Il see the two of you at the pub tomorrow night for 


drinks and pool.” Justine smiled brightly and walked out of 
the room 


before Patrick had time to formulate an answer. “Be there at 
six!” 


“Sneaky little pest,” Patrick muttered. He walked back to his 
desk 


to grab his jacket before heading to his car. As he drove 
back to his 


house, he couldn"t help but wonder what Keith and Brad 
had been 


talking about. Patrick wasn"t entirely sure if he was okay 
with the two 
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of them being alone in a room together. Keith didn"t have all 
of the 


good stories—Cam had those—but he had enough. 


By the time he pulled up in front of his house, Patrick had a 
case 


of nerves that was ten times worse than when he had taken 
Brad on 


their first date. Patrick parked his car and forced himself to 
take a deep 


breath. There was nothing to be worried about. His 
boyfriend was just 


inside with the guy he had been sleeping with on and off for 
three 


years. Shit. 


Patrick climbed out of the car and forced himself up the 
walk and 


into his house. He could hear voices, and there was a great 
smell, which 


let him know that the two men were in the kitchen. Bingo 
came to greet 


him as he was kicking off his shoes. Patrick bent down and 
scratched 


her ears until her tail started to wag. Once his dog was fully 
greeted, 


Patrick made his way to the kitchen. 


Brad and Keith were sitting at the kitchen table. Patrick 
watched 


as Brad spotted him, and his eyes lit up. He continued on his 
way into 


the kitchen, dropping a kiss on the top of Keith"s head 
before stepping 


in front of Brad. Patrick leaned down and tilted Brad"s chin 
up, 


pressing a kiss to his lips. “Hey, Angel.” 
“Hi.” Brad"s hand caught the edge of his sleeve, and Patrick 


found himself being pulled closer to the younger man. 
Brad's fingers 


ran over the inside of his wrist just beneath his sleeve, and 
Patrick 


shivered. “How was your day?” 


“Long and boring. I"m glad I"m home.” Patrick leaned down 
for 


another kiss. He ran his tongue over Brad's lips until Brad 
opened for 


him. Patrick teased his tongue around the inside of Brad"s 
mouth, 


delving past the taste of coffee to find the taste of his lover. 
When Brad 


moaned, Patrick decided that he needed to be closer and 
climbed into 


Brad's lap. 


“Um, are the two of you planning on putting on a floor 
show?” 


Patrick pulled away from the kiss as Keith"s words 
penetrated his 


lust-fogged brain. He shifted slightly so he could turn to face 
Keith. 


“No show for you. You"re dirty.” 
Keith laughed. “Like you"re much better.” 


“I happen to be a gentleman,” Patrick retorted. 
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“Actually, you told me that you never learned to be a 
gentleman,” 


Brad interjected. Patrick turned to face the man he was 
sitting on. There 


was a blush on Brad's face, but he hadn"t moved his arms 
from around 


Patrick"s waist. 
“Damn, Trick, he"s got you there.” 


“He"s got me anywhere he wants,” Patrick said without 
taking his 


eyes off of Brad. The pleasure he saw in the blue eyes made 
him smile. 


“I think that"s my cue to leave.” 


Patrick managed to force himself away from Brad. He 
climbed 


off of Brad"s lap and turned to face Keith. It was the first 
time he had 


really looked at the other man since he had arrived home, 
and Patrick 


wasn't sure if he liked what he saw. While Keith was happy 
and 


smiling, there were dark circles under the hazel eyes that 
Patrick didn"t 


like the look of. “Keith, are you okay?” 
“I"m fine. | just need some more sleep.” 
“Do you want to go back to bed?” Brad asked. He was close 


enough for Patrick to wrap an arm around—which Patrick did 
—but his 


attention was on Keith. Patrick could see a faint hint of 
concern in his 


lover's eyes. 


“It"s okay, Brad. I"m fine.” Keith smiled at them. “Plus, the 
two 


of you should get to spend some time alone together 
without having to 


worry about tired ER nurses.” 
“If you"re sure.” 


“I"m sure.” Keith stepped closer and gave Brad"s cheek a 
peck 


before going on tiptoe to plant a kiss on Patrick"s mouth. 
“You two 


have fun.” 


“We will. And we"ll see you tomorrow at the pub at six,” 
Patrick 


countered. 
“Justine?” 
“Yep. n 


“Damn, she moves fast. I"ve got to work the day shift, but 
I"Il see 


what I can do.” With that said, Keith slipped on his shoes 
and left the 


kitchen. Patrick watched him go before turning back to Brad 
and 
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wrapping both arms around his waist. Blue eyes smiled at 
him, and 


Patrick couldn"t help but smile back. 
“You have interesting friends.” 


“I didn"t think that they would barge in on you while you 
were 


here.” 
“Hey, it kept the day interesting.” 
“What did you and Keith talk about?” 


Brad grinned at him. “Wouldn"t you like to know? Sorry, I"m 
not 


telling.” 
“That's cold, Wilde Thing.” Patrick gave Brad his best pout. 


Well, he attempted to, but Patrick was pretty sure that the 
smile he 


couldn"t seem to lose ruined the expression. 


“Sit down and I"Il get you a beer,” Brad instructed with a 
laugh. 


He pulled out of Patrick"s arms and gave Patrick a push 
toward the 


table. Patrick sighed but sat down. He watched as Brad 
moved around 


the kitchen, admiring the lines of his lover's body. Brad 
looked good in 


his kitchen. 
“You look good in my clothes.” 


“Thanks.” Brad put a beer in front of Patrick and sat in the 
chair 


closest to him. “Now let me see your arms.” 
“Brad, I"m fine.” 


“Sure you are. Now let me see.” 


“Fine,” Patrick sighed. He leaned back in his chair and 
untucked 


his shirt from his pants. When Brad"s breathing started to 
quicken, 


Patrick felt his lips twitch in a smirk. He pulled the shirt over 
his head, 


revealing the wifebeater he had on underneath. Patrick let 
his shirt drop 


to the floor and grinned at Brad. 

“I don"t remember you being the layering type.” 
“Only when | work.” 

“I don"t remember you having it on earlier.” 

Patrick grinned. “I did, but we were in a bit of a hurry.” 
“Right. Which is why | need to see your arms.” 


“I thought I"d be able to distract you.” 
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“You need to show more skin for that.” 


“Or maybe a nipple ring?” 


“Shut up and give me your arm,” Brad instructed. Patrick 
held out 


his arm. A hiss of pain escaped his lips as Brad"s hand 
wrapped around 


his forearm. “Yeah, that sounds fine to me.” 
“It"s not that bad.” 


“Let me be the judge of that.” Brad bent his arm upwards so 
he 


could get a good look at his forearm. Patrick watched as a 
look of 


intense concentration crossed his lover's face. Brad"s 
fingers lightly ran 


over the bruises and abrasions on his arm. “How did you get 
all these 


cuts?” 


“I think they"re friction burns from the fabric of my shirt 
rubbing 


against the edge of the rug.” 
“I"m sorry.” 


“Don"t be. That was the most fun I"ve had since the last 
time | 


saw you.” Patrick reached out with his free hand and 
touched Brad"s 


cheek. “Dinner smells good. What is it?” 


“Just a casserole. You didn"t really have much food in the 
house.” 


Brad grinned at him. “But it was more than beer and 
coffee.” 


“How much time until dinner?” 


“Get that leer off your face. There"s only enough time for 
you to 


go and get changed.” 


Patrick pouted at his lover, but Brad simply smiled and 
pointed at 


the door. Patrick sighed and climbed to his feet. He had just 
stepped 


past Brad when he felt a smack on his ass. He turned back 
to face Brad 


with surprise. Brad just grinned at him. Shaking his head, 
Patrick left 


the kitchen and headed to his bedroom. When he saw the 
still-rumpled 


sheets, he had to fight the urge to go over and see if the 
pillows smelled 


like Brad. 


Patrick pulled off his dress pants and socks, dropping the 
socks in 


the hamper and tossing the pants over the chair. He 
grabbed his favorite 


pair of worn jeans from the end of the bed and, grinning to 
himself, 


shucked his underwear before pulling them on. 
Remembering the way 


Brad had looked at him, Patrick decided to leave the 
wifebeater on. 
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Done with changing, Patrick made his way back to the 
kitchen. 


When he reached it, Patrick paused in the doorway to just 
look. Brad 


was putting casserole onto two separate plates. Bingo was 
sitting at his 


feet, tail wagging slightly as she attempted to get him to 
give her food. 


As Patrick watched, Brad gave in and slipped Bingo a piece. 
“How long are you going to stand there and look at me?” 
“How did you know | was here?” 


“I heard you come down the stairs.” Brad turned to face 
him, and 


his eyes darkened as he looked. “Damn, sugar, you look 
better than 


dinner.” 


“You don't look that bad yourself. Sure you don"t want to 
Skip 


dinner?” 
“Hey, | made this for you and you are going to eat it. Now sit 
your ass down at the table.” 


“Shit, Wilde Thing, | like your forceful side.” Patrick winked 
at 


his lover. “Makes me want to jump you.” 
“Sit your horny ass down, Romeo.” 


“Yes, boss,” Patrick replied. He grinned at his lover before 
taking 


a seat at one of the two set places at the table. Brad seta 
full plate down 


in front of him, then tilted his head up for a kiss. Patrick 
moaned 


happily as Brad nibbled at his lips. After a moment, Brad 
pulled away 


and sat at his own place at the table. 


When Brad motioned at his plate, Patrick picked up his fork 
and 


began to eat. The casserole was good, which Patrick found 
Surprising 


only because he knew there hadn"t been much in the 
house. “This is 


good.” 


“Thanks. Did you know that the only vegetable | found in 
your 


house was one package of frozen peas?” 

“Does that mean we need to go shopping?” 

“Only if you want to keep eating.” 

“How long are you here for?” Patrick asked. Please say the 
weekend. Please, please say the weekend. 

“Well, today is Thursday.” 


“It is.” 
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“My flight back home is on Monday morning.” 
“So you"re here for the whole weekend?” 
“I am. Why? Do you want to get rid of me?” 


“Not a chance in hell,” Patrick replied. He leaned across the 
table 


and gave Brad a quick kiss before turning back to his dinner. 


“Especially if | can get food like this out of you.” 


“lam not cooking for you all weekend!” Brad exclaimed with 
a 


laugh. Patrick laughed as well, and they spent the rest of 
the meal 


eating in a companionable silence. When they were done, 
Patrick got 


up and cleared the table. Arms wrapped around his waist as 
he was 


putting dishes in the sink, and Patrick leaned into Brad"s 
embrace. 


“Hey, Angel.” 
“Do you think we can talk?” 


Patrick frowned slightly as a kiss was pressed to his neck. 
“Talk 


about what?” 

“About you and Harris Industries.” 

Patrick sighed. “Okay. Do you want coffee for this conver- 
sation?” 

“That might be a good idea.” 


“Did you figure out the coffee maker?” Patrick turned 
Slightly 


within the circle of Brad"s arms so he could see his lover's 
face. He 


relaxed slightly when he saw a small smile on Brad's face. 
al did.” 


“Why don"t you get the coffee ready while I finish up with 
these 


dishes?” 


“Sure,” Brad replied. He leaned up to press a kiss on 
Patrick"s 


mouth before slipping out of his arms. Patrick turned his 
attention to 


the dishes and tried to banish his nerves about the 
upcoming 


conversation. Talking about money was not something he 
was used to. 


In fact, it was something that he tried to avoid. 


“Coffee"s ready,” Brad announced. Patrick turned from 
where he 


had just put the last dish in the sink. 
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“Great. I"m done here, so take your coffee and go find a 
couch.” 


Patrick tossed the dish towel on the counter, grabbed his 
own mug of 


coffee—which Brad had prepared just the way he liked it— 
and 


followed Brad out of the kitchen. Brad headed into the room 
where he 


had his home theater set up and settled on one of the 
couches. Patrick 


wasn"t sure how Brad was feeling about their upcoming 
conversation, 


which left him wondering where to sit. 


“Get over here and sit down,” Brad commanded. He smiled 
at 


Patrick and patted the seat next to him. Feeling sheepish, 
Patrick sat 


next to his lover. Brad reached out and touched his cheek. 
“You look 


nervous.” 
Patrick gave a shaky laugh. “How could you tell?” 


“Well, you washed all of the dishes by hand when you have 
a 


dishwasher.” 


“| guess that would be a good clue.” Patrick placed his cup 
on the 


table, put his head in his hands, and groaned. “God, I"m not 
even sure 


how to start this conversation.” 
“How did you start it with other people?” 
“Never really did. Cam always knew. | mean, we grew up 


together. He was around before the money was mine, and | 
never really 


talked about the money my grandmother had.” 
“What about Julian?” 

“He found out when my grandmother died.” 
“Other boyfriends?” 


Patrick grinned and ran his finger down Brad's nose. “Angel, 
you 


and Julian are the only guys I"ve actually officially dated.” 
“What about Keith? Didn"t you date him?” 


“I"m not sure you could call what Keith and | did dating. 
He"s an 


amazing guy, and he helped me through a really hard time, 
but we were 


always better friends.” 
“But the two of you had sex?” 


“Yeah, we had sex. Brad, you know that before you | was a 
rather 


large slut, don"t you?” 
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“I was warned.” Brad reached out and touched his hand. 
“Someone also told me that | was special.” 
“Who told you that?” 


“You did,” Brad replied. He leaned forward and pressed a 
soft 


kiss to Patrick"s forehead. There was a smile on his face 
when he 


pulled away. “How did we end up talking about your sex 
life?” 


“I"m not sure.” Patrick took the coffee mug out of Brad"s 
hand, 


placed it on the table, and pulled Brad into his arms. He 
arranged them 


on the couch so Brad"s back was resting against his chest. 
Patrick 


wrapped his arms around Brad"s waist and pulled him close. 
He buried 


his nose in Brad"s neck and inhaled. “You smell good.” 


Brad chuckled. “I smell like you. I"ve been wearing your 
clothes 


all day.” 
“It"s a good smell on you.” 
“Babe, you"re avoiding the conversation again.” 


“Sorry.” Patrick pressed a kiss to Brad"s neck. “Okay, what 
were 


we talking about?” 
“The money.” 


“Right. Well, my grandmother died when | was twenty and 
left 


everything to me. Which really didn't go over well with my 
parents.” 


“Why did she leave everything to you? | mean, you weren"t 
living 


with her, were you?” 
“No, | wasn"t living with her.” Patrick sighed and gave Brad 


another small kiss. “After my parents threw me out, | moved 
in with 


Cam and his family. My grandmother paid for everything, 
she just 


couldn"t take care of me. She was sick and worried that 
something 


would happen while I was there, so | stayed with Cam.” 


“What was wrong with your grandmother?” 


“She had lung problems. | guess she was sick when she was 
a kid, 


and it sort of lingered. Eventually, her heart gave out.” 
“That must have been hard.” 
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“It was awful. When my father found out that she had left 


everything to me, he went apeshit. Asher had to hire an 
army of 


lawyers to get him to back off.” 
“Who"s Asher?” 
“Asher Brandt. He"s the acting CEO of Harris Industries. My 


grandmother hired him and groomed him for the job, which 
also pissed 


off my father.” 
“What does your father do?” 
“He"s a lawyer.” 


Brad pulled away from Patrick"s embrace and turned to face 
him 


with a look of shock on his face. “Your father is a lawyer and 
thought it 


would be a good idea to throw his son out of a window?” 


“| never said he was a good lawyer,” Patrick said with a 
laugh. He 


tugged on Brad"s arms until his lover complied by cuddling 
back into 


his arms. “And the whole tossing me out a window thing 
didn't do 


anything good for his practice.” 


“Which is probably another reason why he was so angry 
when 


you got the money.” 


“Exactly. From what Asher said, my grandmother changed 
her 


will to leave me everything right after he did that. Well, 
Asher was in 


control of the estate until | was twenty-five, but it was all 
mine. I"ve 


had complete control of the company and estate for the last 
three years. 


Asher basically runs things, but | know he'd like me to take 
a more 


active role.” Patrick paused and ran his chin over Brad"s 
hair. “Well, at 


least | think he wants me to take a more active role.” 


“Is that something you would be interested in?” 


“Can | tell you a secret?” Patrick nipped at Brad"s neck and 
grinned when his lover shuddered in his arms. 

“You can tell me anything.” 

“I may not be as smart as Julian—” 

“I don't think anyone is as smart as Julian.” 

“No interruptions.” 

“Sorry.” The laughter present in Brad"s voice said he wasn"t 


really sorry. 
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“I may not be as smart as Julian, but I"m smarter than | 
look.” 


“Okay. Still not really following.” 
“| did a double major. Business and criminology.” 
“Wow. I"m impressed.” 


“Thanks. So, | own Harris Industries. | only work because | 
like 


my job.” Patrick sighed, tightened his hold on Brad, and felt 
a twinge in 


his shoulder. “At least I like it most of the time.” 


“So does all the money mean you"re going to buy me pretty 
things?” 
“I don't know, Brad. Are you a girl?” 


“What? Just because I"m a man | don"t deserve pretty 
things?” 


“You are a pretty thing,” Patrick replied. “My pretty thing.” 
“| want a pony.” 

“Gee, you"re getting a bit demanding.” 

“Well, | do have a rich boyfriend. | think | should start being 
more demanding, you know, like a trophy wife.” 


Patrick couldn't help it. He pressed his face against Brad's 
neck 


and laughed. He laughed so hard he felt tears escape his 
eyes. When 


Brad started to shake with laughter, Patrick gave hima 
squeeze and 


kissed his neck. The laughter trailed off as Brad flipped over 
so he was 


chest to chest with Patrick. Patrick ran his hands down his 
lover's back 


as he stared into the blue eyes. 


“What? Don't you think I could be a trophy wife? Aren't | 
pretty 


enough?” 


Patrick raised one hand and gently cupped Brad's cheek. 
“Angel, 


you are definitely pretty enough to be a trophy wife, but | 
think you 


might be a bit too smart to be one. Also, you"re not a 
woman.” 


“I could dumb it down? But I like my penis, so the woman 
thing 


is out of the question.” 


“You don"t have to change anything. | like you just the way 
you 


are.” Patrick pressed a soft kiss to Brad's nose. He held his 
arms out of 


the way as Brad tucked his head under Patrick's chin and 
arranged 
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himself comfortably. When Brad stopped moving, Patrick 
resumed 


running his hands over the strong back. 
“You still haven"t given me an answer about the pony.” 


“How about we see how you do with Bingo over the 
weekend and 


talk about the pony after?” 
“I guess | can live with that.” 


“Good.” Patrick slipped his hands under Brad"s borrowed 
Shirt, 


seeking out warm skin. When his fingers encountered the 
smooth skin 


at the small of Brad"s back, Brad shivered in his arms. 
Patrick moaned 


happily. “You feel nice.” 

“You make a good pillow. So, are you going to tell me what 
we"re doing tomorrow?” 

“I was hoping to avoid it.” 

Brad nipped at his neck. “Pat!” 

“Fine,” Patrick said, caving in. “Justine wants to meet you, so 


we"re going to the pub tomorrow night. With the way Justine 
organizes 


things, everyone will be there.” 
“Who is everyone?” 


“Us, Justine, Keegan, Cam, Jeremy, Kennedy, and possibly 
Keith. 


Oh, and maybe Ben.” 


“So | basically have to meet all of your friends at once.” 


“Pretty much.” 

“And why would you do that to me?” 

“Hey, it wasn't my idea.” 

“You could have said no.” 

“Wasn"t an option. Justine is scary.” 

Brad chuckled. “I love that you"re scared of your partner.” 
“You"ll understand when you meet her.” 

“She can't be that bad.” 


“Oddly enough, that"s what everyone says,” Patrick 
remarked. He 


continued to run his hands over Brad"s back, pushing the 
shirt up so he 


could get at more skin. The result of his actions was to push 
the shirt up 
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around Brad"s neck. It must have been uncomfortable, 
because Brad 


pulled away briefly to tug the shirt over his head and toss it 
on the 


floor. Patrick let his eyes feast on the expanse of smooth 
skin before 


him. 
“Better?” 


“Uh-huh.” Patrick nodded his head and pulled Brad back into 
his 


arms. He ran his hands up and down the smooth planes of 
Brad's back. 


He felt Brad settle against him, and lips pressed against his 
neck. 


Patrick pulled the blanket that was thrown over the couch 
down over 


them so Brad wouldn"t get cold without his shirt on and 
Patrick would 


still be able to touch his skin. “Want to watch a movie?” 


He could feel Brad smile against his neck. “What did you 
have in 


mind?” 


“Whatever's in the DVD player. That way | don"t have to get 
up.” 


Patrick stretched out one arm and grabbed his trusty 
universal remote. 


“I can control everything with this.” 


“Not moving sounds like a good option.” Brad snuggled 
further 


into his embrace. “Plus, I"m comfortable.” 
“Good.” Patrick pressed a kiss to the top of Brad"s head and 


began the process of turning everything on with the remote. 
Watching a 


movie with Brad in his arms sounded just about perfect. 


BRAD had no idea what movie they were watching, and he 
didn"t care. 


All that mattered was the feeling of Patrick"s hands running 
over his 


bare back. The blanket over his back kept the chill of the 
room from 


touching his skin. Deciding that he didn"t really feel like 
paying any 


attention to the movie, Brad tilted his head and began to 
nibble on the 


skin of Patrick"s neck. Patrick moaned beneath him and 
tilted his chin, 


pushing more of his neck into Brad"s mouth. 


Deciding to fulfill his lover's request, Brad latched onto 
Patrick's 


neck with his teeth. The fingers on his back tightened as 
Patrick 


groaned and arched into the contact. Brad bit down harder 
and sucked 


on the patch of skin trapped between his teeth. He pulled 
away when 


Patrick started to tremble beneath him. He"d left a rather 
sizable mark 
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on his lover's neck. Brad ran his fingers over the mark, 
causing Patrick 


to whimper and arch his neck toward Brad"s mouth. 


Brad ran his fingers over the mark once more. “I know you 
love 


that, but if | keep worrying that spot the mark is going to be 
huge.” 


“Don"t care.” Patrick's fingers tangled in Brad"s hair as he 
attempted to press him back to his neck. 


Brad chuckled and blew on the mark but didn't let Patrick 
pull 


him any closer. “I noticed, but you don"t strike me as the 
turtleneck 


type, and don"t you have to go to work tomorrow?” 


“Shit.” Patrick groaned and stopped trying to push Brad 
back to 


his neck. “You have a point.” 


“Doesn"t mean I can"t mark you somewhere else.” Brad 
looked 


down into Patrick"s green eyes and smirked when they 
darkened with 


lust. 
“I like the way you think.” 


“Good. Now, let's get this out of my way.” Brad sat up, 
reached 


for the hem of Patrick"s shirt, and started to tug. He was 
momentarily 


distracted as his lover arched beneath him to help remove 
the shirt; then 


he suddenly had Patrick's bare chest before him. 


Brad shifted so he was straddling Patrick and looked down 
at his 


lover. He ran his fingers over Patrick's collarbone, smiling 
when 


Patrick shivered beneath him. He hadn't forgotten how 
much Patrick 


loved to be touched. Trailing his finger down the firm chest, 
Brad felt 


his eyes widen when he noticed that both nipples were now 
pierced. He 


paused there, tugging on both rings and loving the 
strangled moans his 


actions caused. Continuing to play with the nipple rings, 
Brad leaned 


forward and pressed a soft kiss to the health and strength 
tattoos on 


Patrick's chest. 

“I thought you were going to mark me?” 
“Patience really isn"t your thing, is it?” 
“Not right now. It"s been too long, Angel.” 


“I know how you feel,” Brad replied. He looked up into 
Patrick"s 


eyes, and the need and longing he saw in them almost 
made him dizzy. 


Brad moved his mouth to just above the tattoos on Patrick's 
chest and 
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bit down. Patrick nearly howled beneath him as he sucked 
and nibbled 


on the skin. 


Brad kept his mouth pressed to Patrick's chest longer than 
he had 


to his neck. He wanted this mark to be dark. Hell, he wanted 
the one on 


Patrick"s neck to be darker so that everyone he saw knew 
that he was 


taken, but he knew his lover had to work the next day. Brad 
gave the 


trapped patch of flesh one last squeeze with his teeth 
before he pulled 


away to study his handiwork. He could almost see an 
impression of his 


teeth in the dark mark on Patrick"s skin. Brad pressed his 
fingers 


against the mark, and Patrick cried out. Smirking, Brad 
continued 


trailing his fingers down Patrick's strong chest. 


His fingers had just reached Patrick"s abdomen when he 
noticed a 


black mark on Patrick"s skin. It was the first line of a tattoo 
that Patrick 


had not had the last time they had seen each other. Brad 
sat back and 


moved his hands so he could get a better look at the new 
design 


decorating his lover's skin. Surrounding Patrick"s navel was 
a black 


design. It looked like a cross between a sun and a compass. 
The lines of 


the compass-sun were wavy, not straight, and the bottom 
point dipped 


below the waist of Patrick"s low-slung jeans. It was a design 
that Brad 


was intimately familiar with. He had made it. The sketch had 
gone 


missing just before Patrick had left Alberta. Brad ran his 
fingers slowly 


over the pattern. 
“This is mine.” 


“Actually, that does happen to be my stomach, but feel free 
to 


play with it.” 


“Brat.” Brad gave Patrick"s side a swat. “I meant this is one 
of my 


designs. | sketched this while you were in Alberta.” 
“I know. | like it.” 


Brad looked up from where the design he had drawn was 
etched 


into his lover's skin and found himself caught in a green 
gaze. There 


was something in Patrick"s eyes that looked rather 
vulnerable. “When 


did you get this done?” 
“The day after | got home.” Patrick"s voice came out a low 


whisper, and Brad watched as he nervously bit at his lip. 
The gesture 
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was so unlike his normally confident lover that Brad knew 
the tattoo 


was important to him. 


“It looks good on your skin.” Brad bent forward and pressed 
a 


kiss to Patrick"s navel, directly in the center of the design. “I 
like it.” 


As the words left his lips, some of the tension went out of 


Patrick"s body. Tossing the blanket the rest of the way off 
the couch, 


Brad shifted around until he could lean down and lick the 
tattoo. He let 


his tongue follow the lines that he had drawn. The lines that 
were now 


permanently etched onto his lover's skin. If that didn"t 
prove that 


Patrick cared about him, he didn"t know what would. 
Following the 


lowest point of the tattoo, Brad paused in his licking when 
his chin hit 


Patrick"s jeans. He looked up at Patrick and grinned. 


“Brad,” Patrick moaned. His hands had dropped to the 
couch, and 


Brad could see where his fingers were gripping the cushions. 


“I think these are in the way.” Brad sat up and slowly undid 
the 


button fly on Patrick"s jeans. Since the jeans were old and 
obviously 


well-worn, it was fairly easy for Brad to pop the buttons. 
Which was a 


good thing. Usually, he had a bit more trouble getting his 
lover's pants 


removed. Once he had the fly undone, Brad ran his hands 
over the 


waist of Patrick"s pants, letting his hands brush against the 
warmth of 


his skin. When he reached Patrick"s hips, he put a slight 
amount of 


pressure on them until Patrick lifted up. Brad pulled the 
denim from his 


lover's body and tossed the jeans over his shoulder. 


The removal of his jeans left Patrick completely bare. Brad 
drank 


in the sight of his naked lover. When he had realized that he 
was 


attracted to men, Brad had never realized how amazing it 
would feel to 


have a man spread out beneath him. He allowed his eyes to 
roam 


Patrick"s body, taking in the tattoos, scars, and the rather 
enticing 


erection. 
“Are you going to get naked and join me or just stare?” 


“Patience. There's something that | want to try.” Brad could 
feel 


his own erection straining against the sweats he was 
wearing, but he 


ignored it and settled himself on the couch. He lowered his 
head and 


took his first taste of Patrick. 


As he ran his tongue along the length of Patrick's erection, 


Patrick moaned beneath him. Brad licked again, attempting 
to commit 
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the taste to memory. It was different than he had expected. 
Despite his 


yearnings, Brad had never thought that he would have a 
man"s cock in 


his mouth. Patrick made him fly when he did this to him, 
and Brad 


wanted to return the favor. He licked his way around the 
Shaft, working 


his way to the head. Once there, Brad took a deep breath 
before taking 


the top of Patrick's erection in his mouth. Patrick howled 
beneath him, 


and his body tensed. If his mouth hadn"t been full, Brad 
would have 


smirked. 


“For an angel, you have a wicked mouth,” Patrick moaned. 
Brad 


felt one of Patrick"s hands tangle in his hair as he attempted 
to finda 


rhythm. The hand wasn'"t forcing him down, it was just 
resting there. 


Brad couldn"t get all of Patrick in his mouth, but if the 
sounds Patrick 


was making were any indication, he was doing a good job. 


Brad whined as he was pulled off of Patrick. “Hey, | was 
enjoying 


that.” 
“| could tell.” 
“Then why did you stop me?” 


“I don"t want to come until you"re in me, so hurry the fuck 
up.” 


Brad grinned at him and sat up to push off his sweats. 
“Pushy.” 


“You know you love it. Lube and condoms are in the drawer 
next 


to the couch.” 


“You have stuff stashed in every room of this house, don"t 
you?” 


Brad got off of the couch and rummaged around in the 
drawer that 


Patrick had indicated until he found the supplies. The lamp 
that was 


sitting on the table nearly fell off as Brad slammed the 
drawer shut. He 


turned back and almost dropped the supplies at the sight of 
Patrick 


sprawled and needy on the couch. 


“I like to be prepared. Now get down here and fuck me,” 
Patrick 


demanded. Brad laughed and climbed back onto the couch. 
He leaned 


back as Patrick maneuvered one of his legs onto the back of 
the couch 


and the other wrapped around his waist. Brad kissed the 
inside of 


Patrick"s raised thigh and popped the lid on the lube. 
Coating his finger, he slowly slid it inside of his lover. If the 


marks on Patrick"s arms and knees were anything to go by, 
his lover 


had to be sore. When all Patrick did was moan in pleasure 
and push 
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back against him, Brad allowed his preparation to become a 
tad more 


forceful. He quickly moved from one finger to two, relishing 
the way 


that Patrick moaned and squirmed around his fingers. 
“Come on, Angel, I"m ready.” 

“You sure?” 

“Positive.” 


“If you say so,” Brad replied. So gorgeous. Brad looked 
down at 


his lover's exposed and wanton form, marveling that such 
an attractive 


man wanted him. Patrick"s green eyes were nearly glowing 
with need 


and desire. Brad grasped his hips and tugged until Patrick"s 
head was 


no longer on the arm of the couch. He didn't want Patrick to 
hurt his 


neck. Brad pressed a kiss to his lover's raised leg as Patrick 
shifted on 


the couch. 


Seeing the beginnings of impatience in his eyes, Brad 
grinned and 


quickly rolled on the condom. He ran the leftover lube on his 
fingers 


down his length, then positioned himself at Patrick"s 
stretched hole. 


Locking eyes with his lover, Brad slowly began to push 
inside. A soft 


whimper escaped Patrick's lips as his leg tightened around 
Brad's 


waist. Brad braced one foot against the floor for better 
leverage and 


Slammed the rest of the way in. Patrick howled beneath him. 
Brad started a pace that had him sliding out slowly before 


slamming back in. Beneath him, Patrick was thrusting to 
meet each of 


his movements. Brad leaned down and captured Patrick"s 
lips in a kiss 


as his lover's fingers dug into his back. He pulled one hand 
from 


Patrick"s hip to wrap around his lover's leaking erection. His 
actions 


caused Patrick to break away from the kiss in order to cry 
out in 


pleasure. Feeling himself closing in on release, Brad latched 
onto the 


mark on Patrick"s neck hard enough that he tasted the 
copper tang of 


blood. Patrick screamed his name as he erupted over Brad"s 
hand. Brad 


managed two more thrusts before his own orgasm hit. 
Panting, he 


collapsed against Patrick"s chest. 


“Holy shit, Angel,” Patrick panted. Brad grunted and tucked 
his 


head under Patrick"s chin. Hands slowly ran over his back. 
“Brad?” 


“Amm?” 


“| need you to move. My leg is cramping.” 
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“Shit, sorry.” Brad sat up and slowly pulled out of his lover. 
He 


used the box of Kleenex on the table to clean Patrick up and 
dispose of 


the condom. Brad then placed a soft kiss to Patrick's raised 
leg before 


he began to slowly lower it back to the couch. Patrick hissed 
in pain as 


Brad straightened his leg. 


“Ouch.” 
Brad gently massaged the muscle he could see twitching in 


Patrick"s thigh. “Why didn't you tell me that your leg was 
hurting?” 


“I honestly didn"t even notice until you finished.” 


“How does it feel now?” Brad hated that he had caused his 
lover 


pain, even unintentionally. 
“Feels great. | always feel better when you touch me.” 


Brad could feel a blush staining his cheeks as he met 
Patrick"s 


eyes. He was about to say something equally sappy when 
he noticed 


smears of red on Patrick"s skin. Brad tilted Patrick"s head to 
one side 


and frowned at what he saw. “Shit.” 

“What"s wrong?” 

“| bit you.” 

“That's not a bad thing, Angel. | like it when you bite me.” 
“You're bleeding.” 


“Am |?” Patrick raised a hand to his neck, and Brad watched 
as 


he lifted blood-flecked fingers to his eyes. “Huh. | guess | 
am.” 


“I"m sorry.” 

“Don"t apologize. It felt wonderful.” Patrick reached up and 
cupped Brad"s cheek. “You are an amazing lover.” 

Brad blushed. “You"re not that bad yourself.” 


“Really? What do you like about me?” 


“Patrick, you Know you"re good in bed. Are you seriously 
fishing 


for compliments?” Brad attempted to sound incredulous, but 
he was too 


sexed out to really put much heat into his voice. 


“I"m the only man you've been with, Brad. I"m just curious 
about 


what you like about being with me.” 
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“Hmm. Well, | love how responsive you are to touch.” Brad 
rana 


finger along Patrick"s collarbone and grinned as he 
Shivered. “See, just 


like that.” 


“Anything else?” 


“That | don"t have to be careful all of the time. You can 
handle it 


if | get a little rough.” Brad lifted Patrick"s arm and kissed 
one of the 


scratches. “But mostly, | just like that it"s you.” Brad felt his 
blush 


come rushing back, but he didn't take his eyes away from 
Patrick's. A 


soft looked settled over Patrick's face. 
“I think that might be my favorite thing you like about me.” 


Patrick"s smile was followed by a shiver. “I"m starting to get 
cold.” 


“Well, we can"t have that. Come on.” Brad stood and held 
outa 


hand to Patrick, gently pulling him to his feet. “How about | 
let the dog 


out while you run us a bath?” 


“I like that idea.” Patrick placed a quick kiss to Brad's lips 
before 


he pulled out of his arms. “I"ll meet you upstairs.” 


Brad watched Patrick's ass as his lover left the room. 
Shaking his 


head with a grin, Brad pulled his borrowed sweats back on 
and headed 


to the kitchen. Bingo looked up when he walked in and 
headed to the 


door. She stopped in front of the back door and wagged her 
tail. 


Smiling, Brad opened the door for her. As he waited for 
Bingo to do 


her business, Brad thought about the naked man waiting for 
him in the 


bathroom. 


It was going to be a good weekend. 
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Chapter 8 


BRAD looked at the door to the pub and tried to quell his 
rising panic. 


He had no idea why he was so nervous. He"d already met 
Julian, the 


ex-lover, and Keith, the on-again, off-again shag. Meeting 
the rest of 


Patrick"s friends—who were basically his family—should 
have been 


easy after surviving that. They were just people. 
Brad thought he was going to vomit. 
“Brad, you need to breathe,” Patrick instructed. Brad took a 


shuddering breath and felt Patrick"s hand settle on his lower 
back. 


“That's it. Why are you so nervous?” 
“No idea,” Brad replied. He turned slightly and looked at his 


lover. Brad narrowed his eyes as Patrick started to fidget. 
“Why are you 


so nervous?” 


“I"ve never really introduced any of my friends to a 
boyfriend 


before.” 
“Seriously?” 


“Yeah. After Julian, there was never really anyone | wanted 
them 


to meet.” Patrick reached out and touched his cheek. 
“You're special.” 


“When you Say things like that it makes me want to act like 
a 


Sappy girl.” 
“Sorry.” 
“No, you"re not. You"re smiling too much to be sorry.” Brad 


attempted to glare at his unapologetic lover, but he couldn"t 
get the 


sappy smile off of his face. He slid an arm around Patrick's 
waist and 


leaned into him, just breathing in his scent. 
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“Ready to go in?” 

“Do you think they"Il like me?” 


“Of course they'"Ill like you. You"re incredibly likeable,” 
Patrick 


replied, giving him a squeeze. Brad pulled away and took a 
deep 


breath. He could do this. He was a strong and confident 
individual with 


a sinfully hot boyfriend. He could ignore the fact that he was 
scared 


shitless. 

Maybe. 

“Okay, I"m ready.” 

“Good. They'll love you, Angel. Just be yourself.” 


“I'll try,” Brad responded. He laced his fingers with Patrick"s 
and 


allowed his lover to pull him into the pub. Once they got 
inside, Brad 


started to relax. The place reminded him of Brenda's, where 
he worked 


back home in Alberta. There was a decent crowd for early 
on a Friday 


night, but it wasn"t so full that it would be uncomfortable. 
Brad's gaze 


traveled around the pub, and he allowed the familiar 
atmosphere to 


calm him. 


“There's Justine and Keegan,” Patrick announced. Brad 
looked 


where his lover was pointing and gulped. 


Justine was a petite, well-endowed redhead with 
mischievous 


green eyes. Tattooed Celtic symbols and vines decorated 
her bare arms. 


Brad could see what appeared to be doves on her clavicle. 
The way she 


held her pool cue screamed that—if she had to—she could 
use itasa 


weapon. Brad was starting to understand why Patrick kept 
insisting that 


she was SCary. 


The man standing next to her wasn't much taller than she 
was, 


which made him shorter than both Brad and Patrick, but he 
was Solid. 


The shirt Keegan was wearing strained over his muscles as 
he lined up 


his shot. His dark hair hung past his shoulders in a thick 
braid. Brad 


spotted what he thought was a snake tattoo peeking out 
from under the 


cuff of Keegan"s long-sleeved shirt. Brad was pretty sure he 
never 


wanted to run into Keegan in a dark alley at night. 
“Ready to go and say hi?” 


“I was until | saw them. | now believe you that Justine is 
SCary.” 
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“I"m glad someone is finally on my side. Come on, we can"t 
hide 


now. They've spotted us.” Patrick gave his hand a squeeze 
and started 


to pull him toward the occupied pool table. The closer they 
got, the 


more nervous Brad became. By the time they reached the 
Irish couple, 


Brad was nearly shaking with nerves. 


“You showed,” Justine said. She laid her cue on the table 
and 


smiled at them. “I was starting to think you were going to 
chicken out.” 


“After the teasing you put me through? Doubtful.” 


“See, sweetheart, | told you he"d show. You don"t tattoo a 
man's 


work on your skin if you don"t want him to meet your 
friends,” Keegan 


said. He had an arm wrapped around his wife's trim waist. 


“Wouldn"t that mean you"d meet the friends of everyone 
you 


tattoo?” Patrick countered. 


“The design you got from Brad is different, and you know 
it.” 


“Pat, stop stalling and introduce us to the man who left such 
an 


impressive mark on your neck,” Justine instructed. Brad felt 
himself 


flush at the mention of the mark. There was a perfect 
imprint of his 


teeth in the center of the rather large and dark mark on 
Patrick's neck. 


Brad"s attempt to keep from making the mark too large 
hadn't really 


worked. In fact, it had failed miserably. 


“Brad Wilde, I"d like you to meet my partner, Justine 
O"Grady, 


and her husband Keegan, who does my tattoos.” 

“It"s nice to meet you,” Brad replied. He shook both of their 
hands. 

“He's polite. | like that.” 


“Sparky, be nice.” 


“I"m always nice. Why don"t you go with Keegan and get us 
some more drinks while Brad and | talk?” 
“Come on, lad, you know that wasn"t a suggestion,” Keegan 


added. Brad watched as Patrick and Keegan headed to the 
bar before 


turning back to face Justine. She was leaning against the 
pool table with 


her arms crossed. 


“So, you're the one that has my Patrick acting like a big 
girl.” 


“Yeah, that would be me.” 
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“And | see you've noticed his biting kink.” 

“I have. I"m a little surprised that you know about it.” 
“Honey, he had your teeth imprinted on his neck. Plus, there 
really isn"t much that | don"t know. He tends to overshare.” 
“Okay, now I"m worried about what he said about me.” 


Justine smiled at him. “He hasn"t said much of anything, 
which is 


what clued me in on how special you are. The guys that 
don't really 


matter are the ones | hear all about.” 


Brad gave her a weak smile. “Sometimes | worry about all 
the 


guys that came before me.” 


“Don't. You are the only one on his mind. He lights up when 
he 


talks about you.” Justine reached up and gave his cheek a 
pat. “Plus, 


you are fucking cute.” 


Brad silently cursed his fair complexion as he felt the heat of 
a 


blush on his cheeks. “Thanks. You"re quite the looker 
yourself.” 


Justine laughed. “Thanks. | would have said „wait until you 
meet 


the stripper", but Kennedy seems to have toned it down this 
evening.” 


Stripper? Brad followed the direction of Justine"s stare and 
Saw a 


shapely blonde walk up to Patrick at the bar. She was 
wearing jeans 


and a black tank top with a black-and-blue-plaid shirt over 
it. Her hair 


was pulled into a ponytail. Brad found himself suddenly 
staring at 


violet eyes as she turned and spotted him. A decidedly 
wicked smile 


crossed her face. She had taken a step toward him before 
Patrick 


seemed to notice, grabbed her arm, and pulled her back 
against his side. 


“That's her hunting look,” a male voice commented. Brad 
turned 


and found himself standing next to a shorter man with 
brown hair and 


bright blue eyes. He smiled and held out his hand. “Hi, I"m 
Cam.” 


“Brad,” he responded, shaking the offered hand. “Um, why 
does 


she have her hunting look on while looking at me?” 


“Because Kennedy likes to intimidate new people. She finds 


Brad laughed softly. “You know, | don"t find that as shocking 
as | 


should.” 


“Yeah, Pat tends to attract the crazies.” 
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“Are you saying that I"m crazy?” 


“What? No!” A panicked look crossed Cam"s face. He 
glanced at 


the tall blond man standing next to him and then turned 
back to face 


Brad. “I"m Sure you"re not crazy at all.” 


“| don"t know about that, sweetheart,” the blond 
commented. “He 


is dating Patrick.” 
“Not helping, Jeremy!” 
Brad couldn"t hold it in anymore. He took one more look at 


Cam's horrified face and burst into laughter. He laughed so 
hard that he 


needed to lean against the pool table. Justine appeared at 
his side and 


handed him a beer. Brad wiped at his leaking eyes and took 
it from her. 


“You fit in just fine,” she remarked. 
“Thanks, Justine.” 


“Not a problem.” 


Brad took a deep breath, then raised the beer to his lips. 
Catching 


Patrick's eyes, he licked the rim of the bottle before taking a 
drink. 


When his lover's eyes darkened from across the room, Brad 
smirked 


and turned his attention back to the two men in front of him. 
“So, you 


guys are Cam and Jeremy.” 
“Yep. That's us.” 
“Pat talks about you.” 


“Really?” Cam seemed to perk up as he asked the question. 
He 


leaned back against his lover as he absently scratched at 
his arm. 


“Really. Is there something wrong with your arm?” 
“It"s still itchy. Has been ever since | got the cast off.” 
Brad laughed. “I know the feeling. | broke my leg when | was 


twelve. | swear the damn thing was itchy for like four 
months.” 


“Please, don"t encourage him. He"s been whining for ages,” 


Jeremy remarked. Brad laughed as Cam turned and slugged 
him in the 


shoulder. When strong arms wrapped around his waist, Brad 
leaned 


back with a smile. 

“I see you"ve met the peanut gallery.” 
“Is that what you call them?” 
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“They"re nutty. It fits.” 

“I resent that.” 

“Can it, Shutterbug, nobody asked you.” 
“Hey!” 


“So, can | quiz the boyfriend now, or are you trying to hide 
him 


from me?” 


Patrick turned to face Kennedy, which forced Brad to turn 
with 


him. “Would | do that to you, Kiki?” 
“Yes. You"re an asshole.” 

“Bitch.” 

“Slut.” 


“Children!” Justine snapped. “Behave in front of our guest.” 


Brad chuckled. “Are they always like this?” 


“Only on days that end in ,y".” Justine managed to pry Brad 
away 


from Patrick and pushed him toward the pool table. “Come 
on, let's 


play some pool.” 


For the next several hours, Brad enjoyed beer, good 
company, 


and some exciting games of pool. Cam was very bad, and 
Brad was 


fairly certain that Jeremy let him win the game they played. 
Keith 


arrived and wiped the floor with first Patrick and then 
Jeremy. Keegan 


was just about to take on Kennedy when Cam announced 
that they 


needed more drinks. 


“Il give you a hand,” Brad said. Brad followed Cam to the 
bar to 


get another round of drinks. As they stood at the bar waiting 
for their 


drinks, Brad turned to face the pool table he had just left. 
Patrick had 


his arm around Keith"s shoulders while they watched 
Keegan take on 


Kennedy in a game of pool. The nurse looked perfectly 
comfortable 


pressed against Patrick's side. Keith tugged on Patrick's 
arm, then 


proceeded to whisper in his ear when the taller man leaned 
down, 


resulting in Patrick"s clear laughter ringing across the bar. 
“Cam, can I ask you a question?” 


“Sure. What"s on your mind?” 
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“Patrick and Keith look so comfortable together. Why didn"t 
they 


work as a couple?” 
“Sex,” 


“What?” Brad turned to face Cam in surprise. There was a 
small 


smile on the other man's face. “Did you seriously just say 
that sex was 


the reason that they didn"t work out?” 


“Yas,” 


Brad looked around quickly to make sure that no one was 
paying 


too much attention to their conversation. Satisfied with his 


observations, Brad turned his full attention back to Cam. “lI 
don"t 


understand.” 

“Keith doesn"t top. Ever.” 

“Really?” 

“Really. Apparently, he just doesn"t enjoy it. He"s not 
comfortable doing it.” 

“Huh.” 


“And you know how much Patrick loves getting fucked into 
the 


mattress.” 


Brad felt his blush return at the images Cam"s words 
conjured. 


“Yeah, | do.” 

“Want a sex tip?” 

“About Patrick?” 

“Who else would | give you sex tips about?” 


“Good point. Okay, shoot.” 


“If you take him from behind and hold him down, he can 
come 


without a touch.” 


“Actually, | Know that one already,” Brad replied. He could 
feel 


his blush getting stronger, but he couldn"t stop the smug 
smile from 


crossing his face. 


Cam laughed. “Good for you. With the giant mark you left on 
his 


neck, I"m guessing you don"t need to be told that he likes to 
be bitten.” 


“No, | figured that one out really fast.” Brad let his eyes 
wander 


back to his lover. “He really is something else.” 
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“He is. Not many people get to see it.” 


Still staring at his lover, Brad was gifted with a soft look sent 
in 


his direction. The look on Patrick"s face sent a warm feeling 
rushing 


through him. “I"m glad that | get to see it.” 


“Okay, enough serious talk. Drinks are ready, and we have 
thirsty 


people to intoxicate.” 


Brad laughed and picked up the drinks that Cam indicated. 
He 


followed the photographer as he wove through the crowd. 
He placed 


the tray of drinks that he was holding on the table that they 
had 


appropriated before grabbing one of the beers and taking it 
over to 


Patrick. Brad tucked himself up against Patrick's free side as 
he handed 


his lover the drink. 
“Hey, you,” Patrick greeted. Brad felt a kiss on his head as 
Patrick plucked the drink from his hand. “Thanks.” 


“You"re welcome.” Brad slid his arm around Patrick"S waist 
as he 


was pulled closer to his lover's side. “So, who's winning?” 


“It"s close, but | think Keegan has her beat.” Patrick handed 
Keith 


his beer before turning and wrapping both arms around 
Brad. “So, are 


you having a good time?” 


“Yes. | like your friends.” 

“Good. | didn"t really feel like getting new ones.” 
“Goddamn piece of shit! Keegan, you cheated!” Kennedy 
exclaimed. 


Patrick laughed and rested his head against Brad's. 
“Although 


I"m starting to think that maybe | should replace a few of 
them.” 


Brad chuckled as he pressed a quick kiss to Patrick"s jaw. 
When 


Patrick angled for a deeper kiss, Brad relaxed into it 
immediately. He 


slid his arms up Patrick"s back and pulled the other man 
closer. As the 


kiss deepened, the sound of hooting and whistles intruded 
on Brad"s 


lust-fogged mind. Realizing that Patrick"s friends were 
cheering for 


them, Brad broke the kiss and buried his blushing face in 
Patrick"s 


neck. Despite the embarrassment, Brad was having a 
wonderful time. 


Flying to Ontario had been a wonderful idea. 
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IT WAS Sunday night, and Brad was curled comfortably in 
Patrick"s 


arms on the couch. Just like his first night there, Patrick had 
removed 


his shirt to get access to his skin and had pulled a blanket 
over him to 


keep him warm. Brad enjoyed the feeling of Patrick"s strong 
hands 


running over his back. He was even starting to form his own 
version of 


Patrick"s tactile obsession. Brad loved having his lover's 
hands on his 


Skin. He was dreading having to leave in the morning. 
“You okay, Angel? You"re quiet.” 

“Just thinking.” Brad pressed a kiss to Patrick"s chest. 
“About what?” 

“Tomorrow.” 


“Ah.” Patrick"s arms tightened around him. “I see.” 


“With all the time you took off when you got shot, you 
aren't 


going to be able to come and visit for a while, are you?” 
“No, not for a while. I"m sorry, Angel.” 


“Don"t be. It"s not your fault. Plus, | wouldn"t trade our 
month 


together for anything.” 
“Even the end when | was an ass?” 


Brad laughed. “Even that.” Brad pushed himself up so he 
was 


looking down at his lover. “You know what | think?” 
“What?” 


“I think you should take me to bed. | want to be able to feel 
you 


on the flight home.” 


“I think I like that idea,” Patrick replied. He grinned and 
pushed 


Brad off of his chest before climbing to his feet and holding 
his hand 


out for Brad. Brad shook his head with a laugh and allowed 
his lover to 


pull him to his feet. Patrick pulled with enough force that 
Brad 


slammed into his chest. Brad slid his arms around his 
lover's waist and 


grinned at him. 


Wrapped in his lover"s arms, Brad watched as Patrick"s face 
lost 


its customary pre-sex leer. What replaced the leer was a 
look so tender 
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that Brad felt his knees go weak. He tilted his head up 
Slightly and 


pressed his lips to Patrick's in a soft kiss. Brad shivered as 
he felt 


fingers trailing down his spine. When those fingers dipped 
below the 


waist of his pants, Brad whimpered and pressed himself 
closer to 


Patrick. By the time they broke the kiss, Brad was panting 
and clinging 


to his lover. 


“Ready to head upstairs, Angel?” Patrick asked. His hands 
came 


up to cradle Brad's face, and all Brad could do was nod. 
Brad tangled 


his fingers with Patrick"s as the older man led him to the 
Stairs. As they 


made their way to the bedroom, Brad attempted to force his 
sudden 


case of nerves to go away. He had no idea why he was so 
nervous. It 


was just that something about this time seemed different. 


Brad allowed Patrick to pull him into the bedroom and push 
him 

onto the bed. Patrick hadn"t turned on the lights, but the 
doors leading 


to the balcony let in enough light to bathe the room with a 
soft glow. 


Brad watched as Patrick peeled off his shirt. His breath 
caught as the 


tattooed and pierced torso was revealed. He would never 
tire of looking 


at his lover. Brad opened his arms as he caught Patrick"s 
gaze. Patrick 


smiled and climbed onto the bed, lowering his body onto 
Brad's. 


A gasp escaped Brad"s mouth as he wrapped his arms 
around 


Patrick. He could feel Patrick"s nipple rings pressing against 
his chest 


as he arched into the contact. Lips pressed against his neck, 
causing 


Brad to tilt his head back. He was starting to enjoy Patrick's 
biting 


kink. As Patrick nipped at his throat, Brad ran his fingers 
over the vivid 


mark he had left on Patrick"s neck. Patrick shuddered in his 
arms and 


bit down harder than he normally did. Brad cried out as a 
jolt of 


pleasure shot from his neck to his throbbing erection. 
“Was that a good cry?” 
“Huh?” 


“I bit you harder than | normally do. | just want to make sure 
that 


it was a good sound.” 


Brad lifted a hand and ran his fingers over Patrick"s cheek. 
“It 


was a good sound. I think you"re turning me into a freak like 
you.” 


“I"m not a freak.” Patrick turned his head and pressed a soft 
kiss 


to Brad's still raised fingers. “I"m kinky.” 
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Brad laughed. “You"re something, all right.” 
“Something good?” 


“Yeah. Something good. Now kiss me,” Brad decreed. 
Patrick 


laughed once more before lowering his lips to Brad"s in the 
demanded 


kiss. Brad opened instantly and curled his tongue around 
Patrick"s in 


welcome. He loved kissing Patrick. The man knew how to 
kiss. 


Brad might not have been a player before he met Patrick, 
but he'd 


had his share of lovers. No one had ever kissed him like 
Patrick did. It 


wasn"t just because Patrick was a man and all his other 
lovers had been 


women. Patrick put as much effort into a kiss as he did sex, 
and Brad 


couldn"t help but respond to it. He never wanted Patrick to 
stop kissing 


him like that. He never wanted Patrick to stop kissing him, 
period. 


When Patrick broke the kiss, Brad whined in protest. His 


complaint earned him a brief peck before Patrick began to 
kiss down 


his neck. Brad shivered and wrapped his arms around 
Patrick as his 


lover started to nibble on his collarbone. He twined Patrick"s 
hair 


around his fingers as he held his head against his chest. 
Brad teased the 


Skin of Patrick's hips with the hand that wasn"t in his hair. 
When 


Patrick bit down on his collarbone, Brad dug his fingers into 
his hip. 


He moaned in pleasure and thrust up into Patrick"s weight. 
He could 


feel his lover's erection pressing against his through their 
remaining 


clothing. 


“Patrick,” Brad whined. He wasn"t sure why he was whining, 
but 


he needed to say something. It was either his lover"s name 
or 


incoherent moaning. 


“Don"t worry, Angel. I"ve got you.” 
“Please.” 


“Hush. Let me take my time. You"ll enjoy this,” Patrick 
replied. 


He moved away from the mark that Brad could actually feel 
and 


latched onto a nipple. Brad cried out in pleasure and arched 
into the 


contact. He could feel his head thrashing against the pillow 
as he 


clutched at Patrick"s shoulders. Brad shivered and moaned 
as Patrick 


licked across his chest to the other nipple. It was lavished 
with the same 


attention as the first one. 
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Once finished there, Patrick began to kiss down his chest. 
Brad let 


go of his grip on Patrick"s shoulders as his lover moved 
farther down 


his torso. He let his fingers run over skin that he knew was 
tattooed 


with Patrick"s badge number. Brad had never been one for 
tattoos or 


piercings, but he loved them on Patrick. Brad gasped and let 
his hands 


slide away from Patrick"s back as his pants were nudged out 
of the 


way. His hip was given a quick nip before Patrick moved 
away, pulling 


Brad's pants with him. Brad watched as Patrick quickly shed 
his own 


pants before crawling back onto the bed. 


Patrick placed small kisses along Brad"s body as he made 
his way 


back to his lips. Brad moaned happily and wrapped his arms 
around his 


lover, pulling Patrick flush against him. He pulled up one leg 
and 


wrapped it around Patrick's waist, pressing their groins 
together. 


Patrick pulled away from him with a groan. Brad could see 
that his 


lover's green eyes were blown with desire. It was a good 
look on him. 


“Lube now,” Brad demanded. He rocked his pelvis into 
Patrick"s 


and dug his fingers into his hips. Patrick gave him a feral 
smile and 


reached for the tube they had left sitting on the nightstand. 


Brad tilted his head and arched his back as he felt a slick 
finger 


enter him. He pulled his other leg up so his lover would have 
more 


room. Brad whimpered as Patrick brushed his prostate, 
sending a jolt of 


pleasure rushing through his body. He felt lips on his neck as 
another 


finger slid into him. Brad rocked his hips, matching the 
rhythm that 


Patrick was setting. He slid his hands down Patrick"s back 
until he 


could grab his lover's firm ass, attempting to pull him 
closer. 


Brad felt Patrick chuckle against his neck before his lover 
pulled 


away slightly. He was about to complain at the separation, 
then noticed 


that Patrick was simply grabbing a condom off of the 
nightstand. Brad 


pulled his legs up as he felt his lover"s sheathed erection 
press against 


his entrance. He wrapped his legs around Patrick"s waist as 
his lover 


started to push in. Brad moaned in pleasure once Patrick 
was fully 


inside of him. He looked up into Patrick"s eyes and lost 
himself in the 


green depths. 


When Patrick began to thrust, he gasped softly. His hands 
came 


up to frame Patrick's face, and he pulled his lover down for 
a kiss. 


When they had started, Brad had wanted a more forceful 
coupling—he 
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wanted to be able to still feel Patrick when he got home— 
but now that 


the more tender pace had started, he didn"t want it to 
change. He 


gasped into Patrick"s mouth as the erection inside of him 
Slowly rubbed 


over his prostate. He felt his hips jump, and he used his legs 
to press 


Patrick deeper inside of him. Patrick kept up the measured 
pace that he 


had set, but he seemed to be going deeper than he usually 
did. Brad was 


starting to think that he'd be able to feel him the next day 
despite the 


Slower pace. 


Brad could feel his untouched erection throbbing between 
them. 


Occasionally, Patrick"s abs would brush over it as he thrust 
forward. 


Brad really wanted to touch himself, but he couldn"t force 
his hands to 


let go of Patrick"s shoulders. “Patrick,” he whined. 
“I"ve got you, Angel,” Patrick replied. One of Patrick"s strong 


hands wrapped around his erection, and Brad began to 
shudder. Patrick 


hit his prostate at the same time that he squeezed his 
erection, Causing 


Brad to lose it. He screamed his lover's name as his orgasm 
shot 


through him. Distantly, he heard Patrick call his name as he 
followed 


him into bliss, but his head was too fuzzy to really pay 
attention. 


By the time the room was back in focus, Brad could feel 
Patrick 


cleaning him off with a warm, damp cloth. He smiled at his 
lover and 


managed to raise his hand to Patrick"s cheek. Patrick turned 
and 


pressed a kiss to his palm. “Welcome back.” 

“Did | go somewhere?” 

“Physically, no, but | think you checked out on me for a bit 
mentally.” 


“Your fault,” Brad murmured. After Patrick settled himself 
back 


into the bed, Brad rolled himself into his arms. He tucked his 
head 


under Patrick"s chin and snuggled closer. Gentle fingers ran 
over his 


back, and Brad sighed in pleasure. 
“Sorry.” 
“No, you"re not.” 


Patrick chuckled softly, making his chest vibrate under 
Brad"s 


cheek. “You"re right. | like Knowing that sex with me made 
you all 


fuzzy-headed.” 
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Brad felt a kiss pressed to the top of his head. “Too much 
talking. 


Sleep time.” 


“Whatever you say, Angel,” Patrick said. Brad grumbled 
Slightly 


as his human pillow moved around until the lights were off 
and the 


blankets were pulled over them. Once Patrick stopped 
moving, Brad 


repositioned himself for optimum comfort. He ended up with 
his head 


wedged under Patrick"s chin with an arm and a leg tossed 
over his 


lover. Patrick"s arms wrapped around him, and Brad sighed 
in 


contentment. As sleep claimed him, he spared a thought for 
how hard it 


was going to be to part with his lover in the morning. 


122 


Bethany Brown and Ashlyn Kane 


CHAP TER 
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Chapter 9 


BRAD grabbed his suitcase and headed for the doors of the 
airport, not 


looking forward to the costly cab ride back to his house. He 
could have 


called his brother for a ride, but Isaac had his own problems. 
The last 


thing he wanted to do was to add stress to his brother"s life. 
Plus, he 


still wasn"t comfortable talking to Isaac about Patrick. He"d 
never 


talked to his family about a man he was dating before, and 
every time 


he mentioned Patrick to his brother, Brad blushed. He 
wasn"t sure how 


long it was going to be before he could talk about Patrick 
without 


blushing. He wasn"t going to hold his breath. Brad ducked 
around a 


rather drunk man wandering around the airport and froze 
when he gota 


good look at the doors. There was someone waiting for him. 


Standing in the sea of people in the airport, it was almost 
easy to 


glance past the slight form of Graham Hudson. At five foot 
six inches, 


Graham was taller than his Asian mother, but he still had 
her coloring 


and slight build. While he didn"t really look like someone 
who was 


capable of being any sort of help on a ranch, Brad knew 
firsthand that 


he was deceptively strong. With all of the fights that 
Graham had 


managed to get them into, it was a good thing that he was 
strong. 


Graham was rather touchy about his height. Brad had seen 
him drop a 


man nearly a foot taller than him with one punch. Graham 
might have 


been his best friend, but he was not someone Brad ever 
wanted to fight. 


Brad stopped in front of Graham and dropped his bags to his 
feet. 


“What are you doing here?” 


“Heard that my friend needed a lift,” Graham replied. He 
grabbed 


Brad's bag, slung it over his shoulder, and started walking 
toward the 


door. 
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“How? Did | even tell you that | was leaving town? When | 
left 


you were still at Cooper"s.” 
“No, you didn't tell me that you were leaving, which was 


incredibly rude. | mean, I"m your best friend. | really should 
be told 


when you fly out of the province to go and see your 
boyfriend, whom | 


still haven"t met.” 


“You were at Cooper's.” Despite his longer legs, Brad 
actually 


had to hurry to keep up with Graham. Graham walked really 
fast. 


“And that means that you can"t call and tell me that you"re 
flying 


out to see your boyfriend? | didn't realize that going to 
Cooper's meant 


that you were going to ignore me.” 


“I haven"t been ignoring you!” Brad exclaimed as they 
reached 


Graham's car. He reached out and grabbed his best friend"s 
arm. “And 


how the hell did you know that | was going to be at the 
airport today?” 


“Grandma Annabelle.” 

“I got ratted out by my grandmother?” 
“Yep. And she gave me cookies.” 

“You brought me cookies?” 


“No, why would | do that? Grandma Annabelle makes the 
best 


cookies ever. Why would | share them with you?” 
“Because she"s my grandmother?” 


“Still not gonna get you cookies. Now shut up and get in the 
car.” 


Graham gave him a bright grin before tossing his bag in the 
back. Brad 


sighed and grabbed the passenger door. When he pulled on 
it, nothing 


happened. He looked in the window and could see Graham 
laughing at 


him. 


“Not funny, Graham. Open the damn door.” Brad watched 
as 


Graham mimed not being able to hear him. “Still not funny. 
Open the 


door!” A chuckling Graham unlocked the door. Brad bit back 
a growl 


as he opened the door and got inside. “You can be sucha 
child 


sometimes.” 
“Gee, where's your sense of humor? Did you leave it back in 


Ontario?” 
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“Shut up,” Brad muttered. He shifted slightly in an attempt 
to find 


a more comfortable position. Every time he moved, he could 
still feel 


Patrick inside of him. Despite the discomfort, it made him 
happy. 


“Is there a reason why you keep shifting?” 
“Shut up.” 


“Broken record, man.” Graham sent Brad a sly look. “I bet | 
can 


guess why you keep shifting.” 


Brad felt his cheeks heat in embarrassment. “Shut up, 
Graham.” 


“Dude! You totally got laid while you were gone! And I can 
tell!” 


“What are you, five?” Brad attempted to glare at his best 
friend, 


but he couldn"t keep the smile that popped up every time 
he thought of 


Patrick from crossing his face. Hearing laughter from the 
driver's seat, 


Brad again attempted to send a glare in his friend"s 
direction. “Why am 


| friends with you?” 


“Because the only seat available the first day of 
kindergarten was 


next to me.” 
“| knew | should have sat on the floor.” 


“Only the kids who ate paste sat on the floor.” 


“So why did you have a chair?” 
“| didn't eat paste. Russell ate paste.” 


“Are you sure that wasn"t you? | think you just blame him 
for 


things because he"s your twin.” 
“That"s what he's there for. It"s his sole purpose in life.” 


“You know, I"ve always wondered why he doesn"t murder 
you in 


your sleep.” 


“It's because even he knows I"m awesome,” Graham 
replied with 


a grin. “So, you"re really avoiding telling me what happened 
on your 


weekend.” 
“How was it at Cooper's?” 


“Stop changing the subject. Now, spill. Do | have to go there 
and 


kick his ass?” 
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Brad chuckled. “Didn"t we have this conversation already? | 
seem 


to remember telling you that he"d kick your ass without 
breaking a 


sweat.” 
“So, what"s he like?” 


“He"s amazing,” Brad gushed. He shifted in his seat, trying 
to get 


more comfortable. He was also trying to hide his blush from 
Graham. 


Brad knew that he sounded like a thirteen-year-old girl. 
Unfortunately, 


he couldn't help it. 


“He"s amazing? You"ve got this dumb smile on your face 
and you 


can't sit still, but all you can tell me is that he"s amazing?” 


“What do you want me to say?” Brad snapped. “You want 
me to 


say that—despite making me sound like a thirteen-year-old 
girl—l 


think he completes me? That I love him and being away 
from him is 


actually painful? Is that what you want me to say?” 
“Is it true?” 


“Yes. ” 


“Then yes, that is exactly what | want you to say.” Graham 
pulled 


his sunglasses off of the car visor and put them on. “So, 
have you told 


Patrick that you love him?” 


“No. | can't believe | just told you,” Brad grumbled. He 
crossed 


his arms in annoyance. Brad hated talking about his 
feelings, but 


Graham always managed to pester him into talking. That 
was the main 


reason Graham knew so much about him. He never stopped 
pushing 


until he got an answer. Sometimes Brad really hated that. 
“You only told me "cause | pissed you off.” 

“You're really good at that.” 

“It"s a skill.” 

“Not a useful one.” 

“Seems to work on you.” 

“You're an ass.” 

“That I am. Why haven't you told Patrick?” 


Brad sighed, uncrossed his arms, and ran a hand over his 
face. 


“You like to ask the hard questions, don"t you?” 
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“Someone has to.” 


“| feel like it"s too soon. We haven"t known each other that 
long. 


How can | be in love with him already?” Brad growled in 
frustration. 


“On the other hand, why wouldn't | be in love? He"s easy to 
love.” 


“Then why haven"t you told him?” 
“I don't think he"s ready to hear it.” 


“Does this mean that you"re going to be moping even 
though you 


and Patrick are dating again?” 

“| don"t mope,” Brad replied with a glare aimed at Graham. 
“Moping it is.” 

“I hate you.” 


“No, you don't.” 


“Shut up. I"m going to sleep the rest of the way home.” 
Brad 


shifted into a more comfortable position and closed his 
eyes. 


“I guess this means we're done talking?” 
“Shh. I"m sleeping.” Brad stifled a grin as Graham started to 


grumble under his breath. After a moment of grumbling, the 
radio 


flicked on. Brad had to smother a grin at Graham's choice of 
music. 


He"d been friends with Graham long enough that—no 
matter how 


much Graham tried to use it to annoy him—punk rock was 
not going to 


keep him awake. Brad let the sounds roll over him as he 
relaxed into 


his seat. He fell asleep wondering how long he was going to 
last before 


he needed to see Patrick again. 
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SOMETHING was ringing. Patrick groaned and pulled the 
pillow 


farther over his head. The last thing he wanted to be was 
awake. The 


phone kept ringing. Apparently, he hadn"t reconnected the 
answering 


machine after he got it back from being fixed. The only way 
for the 


ringing to stop would be to either answer it or hope that the 
person on 


the other end gave up. After the eleventh ring, Patrick 
realized that the 


second option was not going to happen. Sighing in 
annoyance—more 


at himself than whoever was calling—Patrick reached over 
and grabbed 


the phone. 
“Hello?” 
“Patrick?” 


The sound of the voice on the other end caused Patrick to 
sit up in 


bed and wake instantly. It was Brad. It was Brad, and he 
didn"t sound 


good. “Brad?” There was a Sniffle on the other end and what 
sounded 


like muffled crying. Shit. What the fuck is going on? “Brad, 
what's 


wrong?” It had only been three weeks since Brad had 
visited. 


“My grandma died.” The announcement was followed by 
more 


crying from Brad"s end of the line. 


Patrick felt his heart clench. He didn't like hearing that 
much pain 


in Brad"s voice. He didn't like it at all. “Where are you?” 
“At home.” 
“Is someone there with you?” 


“No. Graham"s out of town, my parents can't make it out 
until 


later in the week, and Isaac is at some tournament in 
France. | haven"t 


been able to get in touch with him.” 
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“I"m getting on the first plane that | can. | should be there 
tomorrow.” 

“Patrick, | don"t want to be alone.” 

Patrick had to fight back his own tears at the lost tone in the 
younger man's voice. “I know, Angel. I"m on my way.” 
“Okay. You"ll be here?” 


“| promise.” Patrick hated to do it, but he needed to get off 
of the 


phone so he could get shit organized. “Angel, | gotta go and 
pack now, 


but I"Il be there tomorrow, okay?” 
“Thanks, Patrick.” 


“Nothing to thank me for. I"Il see you soon.” Patrick hung up 
the 


phone and closed his eyes to force back the tears. Brad was 
as close to 


his grandmother as Patrick had been to his, and Patrick had 
nearly had 


a breakdown when Granny had died. It was a pain that he 
still felt on 


holidays. He didn't like to think of Brad ever feeling like 
that, but there 


was no way for him to stop death. Although, for Brad, he 
would have 


tried. 


Shutting down all of the worry that he was feeling, he looked 
at 


the clock by his bed. It was only noon. Normally, Patrick 
would have 


been a tad surprised that he had slept that late on his day 
off, but right 


now he didn't care. All that mattered was getting to Brad as 
quickly as 


possible. He picked the cordless up and dialed as he started 
to pull 


clothes out of his closet and toss them in a bag. 


“O"Grady residence.” The Irish-accented voice on the other 
end 


of the line was male, therefore not the one that he was 
looking for. 


“Hey, Keegan, it"s Patrick. Can | talk to Justine?” 
“Sure. Let me go and find her.” 


Assuming that Brad had access to an iron, Patrick grabbed 
one of 


his darker suits out of the closet and tossed it into the bag. 
Three dress 


shirts and several ties followed it. He hoped that at least 
one of them 


matched, but if they didn"t, he could always buy new ones. 
He tossed a 


few more T-shirts and boxer-briefs in the bag and then 
started to head 


for the bathroom to grab his razor. That was when he 
realized all he 


was wearing was a pair of boxer-briefs. Not exactly traveling 
clothes. 


He struggled into a pair of jeans. 
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“Patrick? Keegan said that you sounded weird.” 
“I need you to watch Bingo for me.” 

“What? Why?” 


“I"m heading out of town. | don"t know how long I"m going 
to be 


gone.” Finally getting the jeans on, he quickly pulled on a T- 
shirt that 


he hoped was clean and headed into the bathroom. The 
second he left 


the bedroom, Bingo was at his side. The German Shepherd 
followed 


him as he stepped into the bathroom and started to toss 
things into the 


bag. 

“Patrick, what is going on?” 

“Brad's grandmother died. I"m catching the first flight to 
Alberta.” 


“I'll watch Bingo. I"ll even clear things with the captain so 
you 


don"t get your fool ass fired.” 

“Thank you.” 

“You"re welcome. Try not to get in an accident.” 

“I'll try.” Patrick hung up the phone and—taking Justine"s 


advice—called a cab. The last thing he was going to do was 
try and 


drive himself to the airport. He knew if he got behind the 
wheel of his 


car with the way his mind was right now, he would most 
likely plow 


into something. Grabbing his passport, and badge from his 
office—his 


gun was locked safely in his gun safe—he headed to the 
front of the 


house. He was just pulling on his leather duster when the 
cab pulled up 


outside and honked. 


Giving Bingo one more scratch, he left the house, locking 
the 


door behind him. Justine had a key and would be checking 
on Bingo 


while he was gone, so he wasn't worried about leaving her 
alone in the 


house. On the way to the airport, he debated calling Cam. 
He knew that 


Cam would be supportive of his need to see Brad, but—with 
his mental 


state the way it was—Patrick knew he'd just worry him. 
He'd call Cam 


once he got to Brad"s house. 


Arriving at the airport, Patrick over-tipped the cab driver—he 
had 


managed to get to the airport in half the time that it was 
Supposed to 


take—and climbed out of the cab. After spending a good 
twenty 


minutes arguing with various airport employees and two 
hours of 
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waiting, Patrick found himself sitting in a first-class seat on 
his way to 


Alberta, still in possession of his bag. 


Patrick twisted his lighter around in his hand. He really 
wanted to 


smoke, but he couldn"t do that on the plane. As he twirled 
the lighter 


around in his hand, he let his mind wander to thoughts of 
Brad. He had 


no idea what to do when he got there. Patrick didn"t know 
what to say 


to Brad. When his grandmother had died, he really hadn"t 
paid much 


attention to what people had said to him. He was also 
worried that the 


clothes that he had packed wouldn"t be warm enough. Did 
they have 


snow in Alberta already? 


Patrick went through the landing in a daze. He almost didn"t 


notice that they had landed until the flight attendant tapped 
him on the 


shoulder. He nodded at her and followed the other 
passengers into the 


airport. 
Landing in Calgary was different this time. There was no one 


there to pick him up. Hell, he hadn"t even called Julian to 
tell him that 


he was coming. Patrick rented a car and headed into the lot 
to get it. At 


least this time he wasn'"t injured. Well, no more injured than 
the normal 


bruises he got in the line of duty. While Patrick was happy 
that he was 


finally off desk duty, having to chase a shoplifting suspect 
through a 


rather crowded department store hadn't exactly been fun. 
Mannequins 


and shoppers tended to get in the way. 


The minute he got the rental on the road, he lit up a 
cigarette. 


Thankfully, the company had still had a smoker"s car 
available. Since 


he hadn"t remembered to pack his MP3 player, Patrick had 
to make do 


with local radio. The long drive to the rural town outside of 
Calgary 


where Brad lived gave him too much time to think, which he 
didn"t 


want to do. All he wanted to do was to make sure that Brad 
was Okay. 


By the time he pulled onto Brad's street, it was dark, and he 
was 


on his fourth cigarette. He parked his rental on the street in 
front of 


Brad"s house and headed up to the front door. It looked dark 
inside. 


Letting out a nervous breath, Patrick knocked on the door. 
He 


didn"t get an answer. Patrick tried the door and was 
Surprised to find it 


unlocked. That wasn"t exactly safe. Patrick would have to 
talk to Brad 


about that. Pushing the door open, Patrick let himself in, 
closing and 


locking the door behind him. 
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The house was dark inside, and cold. Dropping his bag by 
the 


door, Patrick stepped further inside. “Brad?” There was no 
answer to 


his call. Thinking that in front of the fireplace would be a 
good place to 


start looking, Patrick stepped into the living room and 
turned on the 


light. That was where he spotted Brad. 
The younger man was curled up on the couch, fast asleep. 


Stepping closer, Patrick took a good look at the man who 
had been a 


prominent fixture in his dreams. He looked awful. The floor 
in front of 


the couch was scattered with tissues. His blond hair was 
sticking up all 


over the place. He had a quilt wrapped around him, and 
even in sleep, 


his eyes were puffy from crying. There was a picture of his 
grandmother clutched in his hands. 


Not wanting to wake him just yet, Patrick decided that he 
should 


at least make sure the house was reasonably tidy before he 
roused Brad 


to send him to bed. Spotting the thermostat on the wall, the 
first thing 


Patrick did was turn the heat on. He set it at a temperature 
that wouldn"t 


be too warm, grabbed his bag, and headed up the stairs. He 
went 


straight to Brad"s bedroom but paused at the door when he 
was hit with 


the memories. Memories of nights spent in that bed holding 
Brad. 


Shaking himself out of the past with a small smile, Patrick 
dropped his 


bag by the door and headed for the cord attached to the 
electric blanket. 


He turned it to high. Patrick wanted to get the sheets warm 
before he 


brought Brad upstairs. 


Patrick headed to the kitchen next. He wanted to make sure 
that 


Brad hadn't left any food sitting out. Patrick remembered 
how when his 


own grandmother had died, everything had just faded away. 
It was hard 


to concentrate while experiencing that much emotional 
pain. The only 


thing in the kitchen was a half-full glass of orange juice 
sitting on the 


kitchen table. Everything else appeared to be in the proper 
place. 


Patrick dumped the juice down the sink before putting the 
glass in the 


dishwasher. After that was done, he moved around the 
house, checking 


to make sure that all of the windows and doors were locked, 
before he 


went to wake up Brad. 


Stepping in front of the couch, Patrick crouched down so 
that his 


face was level with Brad's. He reached out and ran a gentle 
hand along 


Brad's tear-stained cheek. “Brad.” 
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Brad shifted on the couch and slowly opened bloodshot blue 
eyes. 


He blinked at Patrick in sleepy confusion. “Patrick?” 


“Hey, Angel. Think you can stand up for me?” 


“Maybe.” The blue eyes woke up a tad more. “Why do you 
want 


me to stand up?” 


“I want to get you up to bed and | don"t think | can carry 
you.” 


Patrick used his hands to help Brad into a sitting position. It 
was a bit 


complicated, since Brad wouldn't let go of the picture, but 
Patrick 


wasn"t going to make him put it down. Patrick grasped both 
of Brad"s 


shoulders as he started to sway. “Easy, Angel, try not to 
move too fast. 


You eat anything today?” 
“| can"t remember.” 


“Okay, that"s a no. I"ll make you some eggs in the 
morning.” 


Patrick ran a hand down Brad's cheek. “I know that you"re 
hurting, but 


you've got to eat something or you'll get sick.” 
ie Nhe 


m not hungry.” 


“I know, Angel, | Know. Right now, let's just get you up to 
bed.” 


Patrick made sure both of Brad"s feet were planted on the 
ground 


before giving his legs a quick rub. “Think you can stand?” 


“If you help me.” Brad managed to make a bashful 
expression 


grace his sorrowful face. “I"m not sure how long I"ve been 
on the 


couch.” 


Patrick raised one hand to Brad"s cheek. “I think | can do 
that.” 


He grasped one of Brad"s hands and climbed to his feet. 
Noting the grip 


that Brad had on the picture of his grandmother, Patrick 
cupped the 


elbow of that arm instead of trying to get the younger man 
to let go of 


the picture. When he was sure that he had a firm grip, he 
looked into 


Brad's sad eyes. “Ready?” 


Brad nodded and tightened his grip on Patrick"s hand. 
Patrick 


took a breath and hauled the other man to his feet. Brad 
almost fell 


when his legs gave out on him, but Patrick got an arm 
around his waist 


and pulled him close. He ended up supporting most of 
Brad"s weight 


when he refused to let go of the picture to keep from falling. 
Patrick 


stood there with his arms around Brad, while Brad slowly got 
his 


footing. He didn"t relax his hold until he felt Brad pull away 
Slightly. 
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Patrick kept an arm around Brad"s waist as they slowly 
moved to 


the stairs. Getting Brad up them if he couldn"t help was not 
going to be 


fun. Brad was only two inches shorter than his six foot two 
inches, so 


carrying him would not be easy and would most likely result 
in him 

dropping Brad on the stairs. The last thing that Brad needed 
was to be 


dropped down the stairs. It was slow going, but Patrick 
managed to get 


them up the stairs and into the bedroom. They made it to 
the edge of 


the bed before Brad stopped moving. He was obviously 
tired, but he 


was looking from the bed to the picture in his hand with 
renewed 


sorrow on his handsome face. 


Patrick gently touched the arm holding the picture but made 
sure 


to not touch the actual frame. “Why don"t you put it on the 
nightstand? 


That way you"ll be able to see it when you wake up.” 
“Okay.” Brad moved the two steps to put the picture on the 


nightstand, making sure that the picture of his grandmother 
was facing 


the bed. He then turned to Patrick with a lost look on his 
face. “Now 


what?” 


“Now we get you ready for bed,” Patrick replied. Brad was 
pliant 


in his arms as Patrick stripped him down to his boxers. The 
younger 


man had started to shake slightly by the time Patrick urged 
him into the 


bed. Patrick could see tears forming in the blue eyes once 
again. He 


tucked the covers around Brad"s shoulders and turned the 
blanket off. 


He didn"t want to melt Brad during the night. 
“Patrick.” 


Patrick crouched down so he was at eye level with Brad. 
“What, 


Angel?” 


“Stay with me? | have no idea what time it is, but | don"t 
want to 


be alone tonight.” 


“Sure thing, Angel.” Patrick ran a hand down Brad"s damp 
cheek. 


Standing, he removed his badge from his belt, placed it on 
the 


nightstand, headed over to the door, and turned off the 
light. He hadn"t 


wanted to go through the hassle of filling out the paperwork 
to bring 


his gun with him; that would have delayed his ability to get 
to Brad, so 


his gun was still in his gun safe at home. In the dark, he 
quickly 


stripped down to his boxer-briefs before crawling into bed 
next to Brad. 
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Turning on his side, he wrapped his arms around Brad and 
pulled him 


close. “Is this okay?” 


“Perfect,” Brad whispered. He grabbed Patrick"s hand and 
pulled 


it tighter against his chest. 


Shifting slightly, Patrick closed the last bit of distance 
between 


them. When he had Brad pressed against his chest, he laced 
the fingers 


of his captured hand with Brad'"s, giving the hand a 
squeeze. After a 


few moments, he felt Brad begin to shake. He pressed his 
lips to Brad"s 


neck and murmured soothing words as the younger man 
cried. Patrick 


curled his body around Brad's, as if to protect him from the 
pain that he 


was feeling. Despite his exhaustion, Patrick stayed awake 
while Brad 


cried himself to sleep. 


Once sure that Brad was done crying, Patrick relaxed his 
hold 


enough to settle himself against the pillows. He pressed a 
soft kiss to 


the back of Brad"s neck when his lover murmured in his 
sleep. As Brad 


settled, Patrick felt his hectic day hit him. Listening to the 
sounds of 


Brad"s even breathing, Patrick finally allowed his exhausted 
body to 


rest. 


CHAPTER 
Eina 
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BRAD was dreaming. At least, he thought he was dreaming. 
It was the 


good dream, the one where he was wrapped in Patrick"s 
arms while the 


other man slept behind him instead of his own bed in 
Ontario. He could 


almost feel the heat of the other man's body. With a sigh, 
Brad opened 


his eyes. His eyes landed on the picture of his grandmother, 
and the 


events of the day before came rushing back to him. 


His grandmother was dead. Brad felt like there was a hole 
inside 


of him and he didn"t know if it would ever get better. As he 
gazed at 


the picture, his eyes caught sight of the item behind it. 
There was a 


detective"s badge on his nightstand. He wasn"t a detective. 
The person 


behind him made a sound in his sleep and pulled Brad 
closer. Brad felt 


his eyes widen in shock. 
Not dreaming. | called Patrick. Now fully awake, Brad let his 


eyes wander around the room. He spotted the duffle bag on 
the floor by 


his bedroom door. There was an Ontario Police Department 
emblem on 


it, further proving that the man behind him was Patrick. 
Sighing softly, 


Brad pressed himself farther into Patrick"s arms. The older 
man"s scent 


Swam over him, and he inhaled greedily. He had missed 
having 


Patrick"s scent in his bed. Although, he could do without the 
cigarette 


smell. He"d have to talk to Patrick about quitting. 


“So, how long do you plan on lying there before you admit 
that 


you're awake?” 
“Forever?” Brad sighed as he felt Patrick chuckle against his 


back. “I don"t really want to face the day.” 
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“Understandable,” Patrick replied. His breath was warm 
against 


the back of Brad"s neck. 


Suppressing a shiver, Brad rolled over and pressed his face 
into 


Patrick"s neck. He breathed in the other man"s scent as his 
hands 


encountered warm skin. Brad practically purred when he felt 
Patrick's 


hands start to run over his back. “Can | just stay here all 
day?” 


“If that"s what you want, but | want you to eat something.” 


“I seem to remember you saying that you were going to 
make me 


eggs.” Even though he was still devastated over his 
grandmother's 


death, Brad felt a small smile cross his face. Patrick made 
amazing 


omelets. He wrapped one of his arms around Patrick"s back. 
“Could 


those eggs be in omelet form?” 
Patrick chuckled. “Sure, Angel, | think | could manage that.” 
Brad smiled against Patrick's chest. He loved the feeling of 


Patrick"s arms around him. All he wanted to do was to stay 
in Patrick's 


arms for the foreseeable future. It was at that moment that 
someone 


started knocking on the door. Brad groaned and buried his 
head in 


Patrick"s chest. “Can we ignore it?” 


The knocking turned into pounding. “I don"t think so.” 
Patrick 


sighed and pulled away from Brad. “I"Il get it. You can stay 
here.” He 


gave Brad a squeeze and got out of the bed. 


Brad watched as Patrick pulled his clothes back on. He had 
to 


smother a sigh as the tattooed skin was covered. Patrick 
getting out of 


bed was the last thing that he had wanted to happen. What 
he really 


wanted was for Patrick to make him an omelet and then 
cuddle with 


him until he felt better. He wanted that so badly his skin was 
actually 


tingling with the need. As he finished pulling on his jeans, 
Patrick 


turned back to face him once more, and Brad"s eyes were 
drawn to his 


lover's sculpted chest. 


The renewed pounding on his door snapped Brad out of his 
study 


of Patrick"s decorated body. Brad flushed and pulled a pillow 
over his 


face as he realized that Patrick had noticed his staring. 
Peeking around 


the edge of the pillow, Brad glanced at Patrick. He watched 
as Patrick 


shook his head with a fond smile and headed out of the 
bedroom. Once 


Patrick was out of the room, Brad removed the pillow from 
his face and 
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stared at the ceiling. He could still feel the flush on his face. 
Brad 


doubted that the sight of Patrick in any state of undress 
would ever stop 


affecting him. 
“Well, it"s about time that you opened the damn door!” The 


annoyed male voice was loud enough that Brad could hear 
it clearly. Of 


course, his house wasn't that large. 


“I"m sorry, | was sleeping.” The annoyance in Patrick"s voice 
was 


nearly as strong. “Now, who the fuck are you?” 


“I"m Brad's boyfriend.” 


The fuck? Brad bolted out of bed and grabbed his pants 
from the 


floor. He pulled them on as he ran down the stairs. He 
skidded to a stop 


near the front door and took in the scene before him. 


Patrick had his arms crossed over his chest. The stance 
made him 


look rather imposing. His eyes moved to Brad in a brief 
show of 


confusion before he turned back and leveled a glare at the 
intruder. The 


glare made Brad take a good look at the man attempting to 
force 


himself further into the house. 
He was shorter than both Brad and Patrick, but he had more 


muscle mass. He was wearing a very expensive suit and his 
blond hair 


was neatly styled. Brown eyes were Set in an artificially 
tanned face 


with a slightly prominent nose. He was a man that most 
would have 


normally called attractive, but standing next to Patrick, it 
was obvious 


that his good looks were not natural. Brad couldn"t believe 
that Dwight 


Richards was at his home. He hadn"t even thought that 
Dwight knew 


where he lived. 
“You are not my boyfriend!” 


Dwight turned to face Brad and gave him a bright smile. 
“Brad, 


buttercup, you don"t have to lie in front of your brother. I"m 
okay with 


him knowing that I"m your boyfriend.” 


Brad fought the urge to pull at his hair in frustration. “First, 
you 


are not my boyfriend! Second, he"s not my brother.” 
“Then who is he?” Dwight turned back to Patrick with an 


appraising look that had Brad fighting to keep from choking 
the other 


man. 


“Patrick, my boyfriend.” 
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“Your what?” Dwight was starting to look decidedly less 
friendly 


than he had when he had arrived. The look he was sending 
Patrick was 


downright hostile. “You"re cheating on me?” 
“We were never dating in the first place!” 


“We had several dates and you never mentioned another 
man.” 


“We never had any dates, Dwight. We went for coffee twice, 
after 


business meetings. | talked about Patrick the entire time!” 


“You said that he didn"t live here and that you had broken 
up.” 


Brad clenched his teeth in frustration. “No, | said that we 
were 


doing the long-distance thing. You really didn't listen to a 
word that | 


said, did you?” 


“Please, like | needed to listen. | knew what you really 
wanted!” 


“And what was that?” 


“To wrap those pretty lips around my cock, where they 
belong,” 


Dwight sneered. Brad was rooted to his spot in surprise. 
Dwight"s eyes 


danced between Brad and Patrick. “You"ll spread for him 
and not me? 


You"re a fucking cock tease, you little slut!” Brad could only 
watch in 


shock as Patrick's fist connected with Dwight"s nose. There 
was a 


bright spray of blood as Dwight fell back against the door, 
clutching his 


nose. “Ow!” 


“Get the fuck out,” Patrick snarled. He grabbed Dwight"s 
arm 


with his blood-spattered hand and pulled him far enough 
away from the 


door so that he could get it open. 


“I think you broke my nose!” Dwight"s voice was slurred as 
he 


attempted to stop the flow of blood with his hand. 


“Good. Get the fuck out.” Patrick pushed him out of the door 
and 


slammed it behind him. He turned his angry eyes to Brad. 
“Who the 


fuck was that?” 


“That was Dwight.” Brad groaned and leaned against the 
wall. 


This cannot be happening. 
“Dwight?” The name was practically a growl. 


Shit, he’s angry. Need to calm him down before he 
remembers he 


has a gun upstairs. | really don’t want him to get arrested 
for murder. 


“I met him in Calgary. I"ve been working on a web page for 
an athletic 
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company and he was the guy in charge of their advertising. 
| usually 


work from home, so | thought it would be a nice change to 
be able to 


have coffee with someone after business meetings. Now I"m 
starting to 


think it was a bad idea.” 
“I think I"m going to agree with you,” Patrick remarked. Brad 


was pleased to note that the anger was no longer on his 
voice. When 


Patrick walked over and wrapped his arms around him, Brad 
melted 


into the embrace. “I"m sorry.” 


“For what?” 


Patrick sighed. “For snapping at you. | shouldn"t have done 
that. | 


just wasn"t expecting your other boyfriend to come to the 
door.” 


Hearing the amusement in Patrick's voice, Brad lightly 
punched 


him in the stomach. “Not funny.” 


“Come on, Angel, we may as well have breakfast now that 
we're 


up.” Patrick pushed slightly, and Brad found himself being 
propelled to 


the kitchen. He twisted around so he and Patrick were 
walking side by 


side. Patrick's right arm slid around his waist, pulling him 
against the 


detective's side. 


“How's your shoulder?” They had reached the kitchen, and 
Brad 


pulled away so he could look at the dated scar on Patrick"s 
shoulder. 


He ran his fingers over the injury that could have taken 
Patrick from 


him before they even met. 


“Almost as good as new. Although, it does tend to sting a bit 
when I punch assholes in the face.” 

“Didn"t look like you lost any of your hitting power.” 

“Lam in good shape.” 


“I can see that,” Brad replied. He ran his fingers down the 
ripped 


muscles of Patrick"s abdomen. The skin under his hands felt 
different 


enough that he looked down. “In fact, | would have to say 
that you"re 


in even better shape than you were before. Which is weird 
since | saw 


you three weeks ago.” 
“Well, | have been working out a bit.” 


Brad cocked his head and gave Patrick an amused smile. “A 
bit?” 


140 


Bethany Brown and Ashlyn Kane 


“Okay, fine, more than a bit.” He looked down, and Brad 
found 


himself smiling at the sheepish expression on Patrick's face. 
“So maybe 


| was depressed and spent a lot of time hiding in my room 
and working 


out. Although most of that was before your visit. And Justine 
says that 


| mope less when I"m exhausted, so I"ve been hitting the 
gym again.” 


“I missed you too,” Brad replied. He slid the hand that he 
had on 


Patrick"s stomach to one side so that he was gripping the 
Slightly taller 


man's hip. Patrick"s jeans hung low on his hips, so Brad was 
able to 


run his thumb over warm, smooth skin. He stepped fully into 
Patrick's 


arms and rested his cheek against the strong, unscarred 
shoulder. He 


sighed happily as Patrick"s arms wrapped around him, 
pulling him 


close. 
“So, ready for breakfast?” 


“Can we go back to bed after?” Brad sighed and inhaled 
Patrick"s 


scent. “I just want to not think about anything until | hear 
from my 


parents.” 


“I think | can manage that, Angel.” Patrick pressed a kiss to 
his 


head, then gently pushed him out of his arms. “One omelet 
coming 


right up.” 


Brad smiled at his lover before sitting at his kitchen table. 
He 


watched as Patrick started to pull things out of the fridge. 
Patrick had 


just turned on the stove when the phone started to ring. 
Brad lurched to 


his feet and grabbed the phone. “Hello?” 


“Brad? | just got your message. Are you okay?” The 
questions 


were asked at such a fast speed that the words nearly 
turned into one. 


“Graham?” 


“Yeah. Do you need me to come home? | wasn"t supposed 
to 


come home until tomorrow, but I can ditch Russ and come 
home now if 


you need me to.” 


“I"m doing okay. Patrick"s here, so you don"t need to come 
home 


early.” 
“The boyfriend came? How long is he going to be in town?” 
“I don"t know. Hang on.” Brad covered the mouthpiece and 


turned his attention to Patrick. “Graham wants to know how 
long 
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you"re staying.” Brad was slightly surprised that he hadn"t 
thought to 


ask that himself. 


Patrick shot him a smile as he started cracking eggs. “At 
least 


until after the funeral.” 
“He says „until after the funeral”.” 
“When is the funeral?” 


“I don"t know. My parents won"t be here for another couple 
of 


days.” 


“Ull be home tomorrow.” 


“Thanks, Graham.” 

“I'll head straight over when | get home.” 

“Okay.” 

“Call me if you need anything.” 

“q will.” 

“Promise?” 

“| promise.” 

“Okay. I"Il see you tomorrow.” 

“Bye, Graham,” Brad replied. He waited for Graham to say 


goodbye before he hung up the phone. Brad turned back to 
the table 


just in time to see Patrick slide a plate with his omelet in 
front of him. 


“Thanks, Sugar.” 


“Not a problem.” Patrick pressed a kiss to the top of his 
head 


before he sat down with his own breakfast. “Now, | want you 
to eat all 


of that.” 
“And then we can go back to bed?” 


“We can do anything that you want, Angel.” 


“Good.” Brad picked up his fork and brought a piece of 
omelet to 


his mouth. He moaned in pleasure as the taste exploded 
across his 


tongue. “This is amazing.” 


“Glad you like it. Now, eat all of it,” Patrick instructed. Brad 
gave 


his lover a quick smile before turning back to his breakfast. 
He was 


surprised to find that he was actually hungry. Of course, he 
couldn't 
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remember if he had eaten anything the day before. Brad 
practically 


inhaled the omelet. He was about to sheepishly ask Patrick 
if there was 


anything else to eat when a plate of bacon and toast 
appeared in front of 


him. 
“| didn"t know | had bacon.” 


“You don"t anymore. Now eat.” 


“Yes, boss.” Brad laughed lightly as Patrick growled at him. 
He 


ate until he felt stuffed. When he was done, he leaned back 
in his chair 


and looked over at his lover. Patrick was sipping from a cup 
of coffee 


and looking at him. “What?” 

“Hmm?” 

“You're staring at me.” 

“You're gorgeous. | like to look at you.” 


Brad felt his face heat with a blush. “I don"t know what to 
say to 


that.” He gave Patrick a smile before he looked down at his 
hands. One 


of Patrick"s hands appeared in his field of vision as it settled 
over his. 


“You don"t have to say anything. Do you want more food?” 
“| don't think | can eat anything else.” 
“So, ready for the relaxing part of the day?” 


“More than ready.” Brad got to his feet, walked around the 
table, 


and pulled his lover to his feet. He gave Patrick a brief kiss, 
linked their 


hands together and began to tug him out of the kitchen. 
Brad was going 


to spend the rest of the day wrapped in Patrick"s arms. He 
couldn"t 


think of a better thing to do while waiting for his parents to 
call. 


PATRICK looked down at the sleeping head in his lap and 
smiled. 


Brad's parents had finally called. They were going to be 
arriving the 


next day and—from what Patrick had heard of the 
conversation— 


Brad's brother was going to be with them. The moment he 
had hung up 


with them, Brad had fallen into an exhausted sleep in 
Patrick"s lap. 


Patrick could still see dark circles under his lover's eyes. He 
was 


hoping that Brad would rest easier now that he had heard 
from his 
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parents. Brad murmured in his sleep and shifted slightly, 
prompting 


Patrick to tuck a blanket around his shoulders. Patrick was 
hoping that 


Brad wouldn"t shift right off the couch. 


Brad had wanted to spend the day in bed—which Patrick 
had 


been willing to do—but that hadn"t happened. Patrick had 
tugged Brad 


into his arms, only to have his suddenly restless lover elbow 
him in the 


stomach. They had ended up on the couch watching 
movies. Now that 


Brad was sleeping again, Patrick didn"t want to wake him. 


Unfortunately, Brad was using him as a pillow and he was 
starting to 


lose feeling in his legs. That was when someone knocked on 
the door. 


“Of course someone would pick now to knock on the door,” 


Patrick muttered. He slowly and carefully lifted Brad"s head 
out of his 


lap. Hoping that his numb legs would support his weight, 
Patrick 


slowly got to his feet before placing a pillow under Brad"s 
head. Brad 


gave an unhappy-sounding murmur, but didn"t wake. 
Patrick bit back a 


groan as he straightened. His legs weren't happy with him. 


The knock on the door sounded again. Thankfully, the 
knocking 


was nowhere near as loud and annoying as Dwight"s 
knocking had 


been. “I"m coming,” Patrick muttered. “Stop with the damn 
knocking.” 


Patrick reached the door and pulled it open. Standing on the 
front porch 


was a rather dumbstruck-looking Julian. “Hey, Ace.” 
“Patrick?” Julian blinked at him. “What are you doing here?” 


“Come inside. You"re letting the cold air in.” Patrick moved 
to 


one side to let Julian into the house. When Julian continued 
to stare at 


him in surprise, Patrick reached out and grabbed his arm, 
forcibly 


pulling him into the house. He closed the door behind Julian 
as his 


friend automatically began removing his coat. “Here, I"I 
take that for 


” 


you. 


“Thanks,” Julian replied. He handed Patrick his coat and 
Slipped 


off his shoes before his control snapped. “What are you 
doing here!?” 


“Shh! You"ll wake Brad.” Patrick grabbed Julian by the elbow 


and propelled him into the kitchen. He took a moment to 
glance at his 


sleeping lover before he closed the pocket door that led to 
the kitchen. 


A smack to the back of the head knocked him slightly off 
balance as he 


turned around. “Ow! What the fuck, Ace?” 
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“What are you doing here? Brad"s grandmother just died. 
He 


doesn"t need this.” 


“I know his grandmother died. He called me. And what 
exactly 


doesn"t he need, Julian?” 


“He doesn"t need you coming here and tearing his heart out 
all 


over again! It hurt him enough the first time!” Julian 
stepped forward 


and poked him in the chest. Hard. “I can"t believe that you 
can be this 


selfish.” 


Patrick was starting to get angry. “Selfish? The guy I"m 
dating 


calls to tell me that he needs me because his grandmother 
died and | fly 


out immediately to be with him. How does that make me 
selfish?” 


“It"s selfish because you know how—wait, did you say 
dating?” 


“Yes.” 

“You and Brad are dating?” 

“Yes.” 

“Since when?” 

“I don"t know. It"s been like a month. He flew out to Ontario 


three weeks ago and we started talking again two weeks 
before that, so, 


yeah, a little over a month.” 
“Is there a reason | didn"t know about this?” 


Patrick"s anger dissipated in a small rush of fear. “I didn't 
tell 


you?” 


“No,” Julian replied, crossing his arms over his chest. “You 
didn"t 


tell me.” 
“Are you sure?” 


“I think | would have remembered something like that, 
Patrick.” 


“Maybe you forgot in your old age?” 
“I"m only a month older than you.” 


“But your brain is all full of medical stuff. It makes your 
brain 


older.” 

“This conversation has suddenly become ridiculous.” 
“Does that mean you"re not angry anymore?” 
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Julian moved closer, gave him a peck on the cheek, which 
he 


followed with a punch to Patrick"s shoulder. “You"re still an 
idiot.” 


“You're mean.” Patrick wrapped his arms around Julian and 


pulled him into a hug, placing a kiss to the top of his head. 
“Missed 


you, Ace.” 
“Then you should have used the phone to call.” 
“Phone works from both ends.” 


“Like | was going to call after Cam told me that you were 
starting 


fights at work.” Julian brushed his hands against Patrick's 
stomach as 


he pulled out of the hug. “And what is with these muscles? 
Have you 


done anything but work out since you got home?” 
“I got a new tat and got my other nipple pierced.” 
“I really don"t know what to say to that.” 


“Wanna see?” Patrick asked with a smirk. He grunted in 
pained 


annoyance as Julian hit him again. 

“Stop leering at me.” 

“I"m not leering.” 

“Of course you are. Your eyes are open.” 

“Ouch. What"s with the mean, Ace?” Patrick frowned at his 


friend as he made his way over to the coffee maker. He 
dumped the old 


coffee and started a fresh pot. 


“Sorry,” Julian replied. Patrick heard a sigh as Julian sat at 
the 


table. “I just wasn"t expecting you to be here.” Julian caught 
Patrick"s 


gaze as Patrick sat at the table. “Does anyone know that 
you"re here?” 


“Justine does. | needed someone to watch my dog. Plus, she 
let 


my boss know that | wasn"t going to be there.” 
“You've got a dog? When did you get a dog?” 
“The day after | got back. Bryce—one of the K-9 officers— 


needed someone to give his dog a home. She got hurt and 
he can"t use 


her as a police dog anymore.” 


“So you"re living with a retired police dog?” 
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“Yep. And she"s running the house.” The coffee maker 
beeped, so 


Patrick got up and fixed them both a cup. He placed a mug 
in front of 


Julian before retaking his seat. 


“Thanks.” Julian took a sip from his coffee. “How"s Brad 
doing?” 


“Better than | did when my grandmother died.” 
“Really?” 


“Come on, Ace. | showed up at your place in Toronto and 
sobbed 


in your arms. Then | went home, flew to the funeral, then 
spent a week 


hiding out with Asher in Calgary signing papers and learning 
how to 


run my grandmother's business.” 

“That sounds to me like you dealt pretty well.” 
“Asher had to clean me up after a two-day bender.” 
Julian wrinkled his nose. “Ew.” 

“Yeah. I"m a gross drunk.” 

“| remember,” Julian replied with a laugh. 


Patrick couldn"t work up the energy to glower. Now that he 
was 


away from his sleeping lover, he realized that the coffee was 
the only 


thing keeping him going. 


“Patrick, are you Okay?” 

“I"m just tired.” Patrick flashed Julian a small smile. “How's 
Jack?” 

“He"s good. | can"t wait to tell him that you"re here.” 

“Is he going to come and yell at me too?” 

“No, he won"t yell at you, but Roz might.” 


Patrick groaned and dropped his head to the table. “You"re 
going 


to tell Roz I"m here?” 

“Yep. And I"m going to tell her that you and Brad got back 
together and you didn"t tell us.” 

“You're mean.” 


“Who's mean?” a sleepy voice asked. Patrick turned to see 
his 


lover standing in the doorway and rubbing his eyes. 
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“Julian"s mean.” Patrick held out his hand. “Come here, 
Brad.” 


Brad yawned before shuffling over and taking Patrick's 
hand. 


Patrick pulled Brad into his lap and wrapped his arms 
around Brad"s 


waist. Brad yawned and rested against Patrick. “Hey, Julian.” 
“Hi. How are you?” 
“Better.” 


“I was going to ask you if you want to stay with Jack and 
me, but 


| see that you"re not alone.” 

“Thanks, Julian. That"s really nice of you.” 

“It"s not a problem. Is there anything we can do?” 

“It means a lot to me that you came over.” 

“Do you guys need food?” 

“Ace, are you offering to make us dinner?” Patrick asked. He 
gave Brad"s waist a squeeze and pressed a kiss to his neck. 
Julian laughed. “I guess | am. Are you guys up for it?” 
“What do you think, Brad?” 


“Sounds good to me. I"m not sure how much food | have left 
in 


the fridge.” 


“Great. I"Il see the two of you at seven. That work for you?” 


“That's great, Ace. Thanks.” Patrick gave Brad"s neck 
another 


kiss. “Why don"t you go and have a shower while | walk 
Julian out?” 


“Okay.” Brad climbed out of Patrick's lap and stretched 
before he 


padded out of the kitchen. Patrick watched him go before he 
got to his 


feet. He wrapped an arm around Julian"s waist and pulled 
his ex-lover 


close to his side. When they got to the door, Patrick pulled 
Julian close 


and gave him a quick kiss. 
“Thanks for this, Ace.” 


“It"s not a problem. If there"s anything else that Jack and | 
can do, 


just let me know.” 
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“Į will.” Patrick helped Julian into his jacket. “You gonna warn 


Jack that I"m in town? "Cause if his reaction to seeing me is 
going to 


include violence, | want you to tell him that I"m here.” 
Julian laughed. “I'll tell him. See you and Brad at seven.” 
“Bye.” Patrick closed the door behind Julian and locked it. He 


grinned as he heard the water turn on upstairs. It sounded 
like he was 


just in time to help Brad wash his back. 
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STANDING in front of his grandmother"s house, Brad felt his 
heart 


lodge in his throat. He still couldn"t believe that his 
grandmother was 


dead. He kept expecting her to open the door and smile at 
him. Brad 


raised a hand and wiped at his dripping eyes. 
“We don"t have to go inside if you don"t want to,” Patrick 


announced. “We could just wait out here for your family.” 


“No. | can do this.” 
“You sure?” 


“Yes.” Brad turned and gave his lover a small smile. “Plus, 
it"s 


cold out here.” 
“I wasn"t going to say anything.” 


“I can practically see your Ontario blood freezing in your 
veins.” 


Brad grasped Patrick"s hand and pulled him up the walk. 
Brad 


attempted to ignore the way his hand started to shake as he 
tried to put 


the key in the lock. He felt a strong hand rest on his back 
and soaked up 


the strength that his lover offered. He could do this. 


Brad opened the door and stepped inside. The house still 
smelled 


like his grandmother. He took off his jacket and just 
breathed it in. “l 


can still smell her.” 


“Here, let me take that.” Patrick pulled his jacket out of his 
hands. 


“Why don"t you go and sit down?” 


“Thanks.” Brad gave Patrick a weak smile, slipped off his 
shoes, 


and headed into the living room. He looked at the couch, 
but couldn"t 


bring himself to sit down. Instead, he wandered over to the 
mantel to 
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look at the family photos. The one of his grandparents" 
wedding made 


him smile. Annabelle Wilde had been a beautiful bride. 


Brad was still wrapping his head around the fact that he 
would 


never see her again, but he didn't feel as devastated as he 
had before. 


Patrick was a big part of that. The night before, Patrick had 
joined him 


in the shower and used his hands and mouth to bring him to 
the gentlest 


orgasm he had ever experienced. Having dinner with Julian 
and Jack 


after had been nice. Brad had almost felt normal. 


“Nice piano,” Patrick stated. Brad watched him walk over to 
the 


upright piano that his grandmother had against one wall. 
Patrick sat 


down and lifted the lid off of the keys. 

“My grandmother played. She tried to teach me once.” 
“Tried?” Patrick looked over at him with a grin. 

“Yeah, tried. | was very bad.” Brad sat next to Patrick on the 


piano bench. As his lover began to play, Brad rested his 
head on 


Patrick"s shoulder and closed his eyes. The sound of “The 
Music of the 


Night” from The Phantom of the Opera filled the room. It 
had been his 


grandmother's favorite song. She must have left the sheet 
music on the 


piano. Either that or Patrick had some psychic abilities that 
he had been 


hiding. By the time the song finished, Brad could feel a 
Small smile on 


his face. 


“You"re pretty good,” a voice commented. Brad opened his 
eyes, 


turned, and spotted his brother standing by the couch. 


“Isaac.” Brad got up and moved into his older brother"s 
arms. 


When strong arms wrapped around him and pulled him 
close, Brad 


buried his face in his brother"s shoulder and tried not to cry. 
He didn"t 


pull away until he had himself under control. Wiping at his 
eyes, Brad 


took a good look at his big brother. 
Isaac was a couple of inches taller than Brad, making him 


Patrick"s height, and he was broader across the shoulders. 
His hair was 


brown, as were his eyes, and he seemed to have a 
permanent stubble on 


his jaw. There were lines at the corner of his eyes that Brad 
didn"t 


remember being there before. Of course, Isaac was in the 
middle of 


getting a divorce and their grandmother had just died, both 
of which 


could be the cause. 
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“You didn"t bring the bitch with you, did you?” 


Isaac actually choked out a laugh. “No. | didn't bring her. 
Gran 


didn"t like her, so why would | bring her? Plus, that would 
mean 


talking to her and | really don"t want to do that.” 

“Just checking. Are Mom and Dad with you?” 

“Yeah. He the boyfriend?” 

“Yeah. | want to wait until Mom and Dad get in here before | 
introduce him. That way I"Il only have to do it once.” 
“Bradley.” 


“Mom.” Brad pushed past Isaac and went to wrap his 
mother ina 


tight hug. 


Joyce Wilde was a tiny woman. Her sons did not get their 
height 


from her. She pushed Brad away and reached up to stroke 
his cheek. 


Her blonde hair was in a bob around her face. Brad could 
see faint 


traces of smeared makeup around her blue eyes. 
“Joyce, why don"t you let me give the boy a hug?” Ken 


suggested. Brad moved away from his mother and found 
himself 


enveloped in his father"s strong embrace. Ken pushed him 
back and 


looked him over. “You look like you need more sleep.” 
Kenneth Wilde was an older version of his two sons, with the 


same coloring as Isaac. The three of them were similar in 
height, but 


Isaac"s extra inches made him the tallest. Ken looked tired, 
but he was 


smiling. 
“You look tired too, Dad.” 


Ken wrapped an arm around Brad"s shoulders. “Are you 
going to 


introduce us to your friend?” 


“Sorry,” Brad replied with a blush. “Mom, Dad, this is 
Patrick. 


Patrick, these are my parents, Ken and Joyce, and my 
brother Isaac.” 


“Nice to meet you,” Patrick stated. “I"m sorry it couldn"t be 
under 


better circumstances.” 


Brad watched as Patrick stepped forward and shook hands 
with 


his parents and his brother. He had to force his eyes up from 
his lover's 


ass. When his eyes snapped back up, he caught his brother 
grinning at 
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him. Brad felt his face heat in a blush. He couldn't believe 
his big 


brother had caught him checking out Patrick"s ass. 


“We heard the piano as we came in. Was that you?” Joyce 
asked. 


Brad smiled as his mother linked her arm through Patrick's 
and pulled 


him over to the couch. Since his mother had positioned 
herself in the 


middle of the couch, Brad sat on her other side instead of 
next to 


Patrick. 


“Yes.” There was a polite smile on Patrick's face, but his 
eyes 


held a tinge of panic. It made Brad think that Patrick didn"t 
have much 


practice meeting the families of his lovers. 


“You're very good.” 


“Thank you.” 
“Maybe you could teach Brad how to play.” 


“Mom, why would you want to torment the guy like that? 
Just 


because he's dating Brad doesn"t mean he needs to suffer,” 
Isaac 


commented. Brad felt his blush return as he saw Patrick 
freeze next to 


his mother. 


“Isaac, this really isn"t the time to make jokes,” Joyce 
remarked. 


Brad managed a grin as his brother looked properly 
reprimanded. 


“Perhaps we should start going through things?” Ken 
suggested. 


Joyce sighed. “That"s a good idea.” 


Brad felt a bit of his happiness drift away. They were here to 
go 


through some of his grandmother's stuff. He watched as his 
mother 


headed up the stairs to where his grandmother's room was 
located. 


Isaac and his father had just stood up when he felt a hand 
grasp his. 


“You going to be okay?” 

“Yes. No. Maybe?” Brad sighed and leaned against Patrick's 
shoulder. “My family is here. You"re here. | can do this.” 
“Okay. I"Il be in the kitchen.” 

“Kitchen?” 


“I might not be able to go through personal belongings with 
you, 


but | can toss out spoiled food with the best of them.” 
“Thanks.” 
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“Not a problem, Angel,” Patrick replied. He pressed a kiss to 


Brad"s cheek before standing and heading into the kitchen. 
Brad 


watched him for a moment before climbing to his feet. He 
wasn't 


entirely sure if he was up to this. Hopefully the living room 
wouldn't 


contain too much that would send him into a weeping fit. He 
had to 


save some tears for the funeral. Plus, he was pretty sure 
someone was 


going to corner him about Patrick. 
Fun times. 


PATRICK was attempting to remove the remains of what he 
thought 


was a rotten cucumber still covered in plastic from where it 
had been 


wedged in the back of the fridge when he heard someone 
come into the 


kitchen. He gave the vegetable one last tug and ended up 
falling on the 


floor as it came loose. He looked up to see Isaac standing in 
the 


kitchen. 

“Are you having a fight with the fridge?” 
“Yes, but | think I"m winning.” 

“How can you tell?” 


“Not sure, but | got the gross rotten thing out of the fridge, 
so | 


think that"s a point for me.” 


“Sounds good to me.” Isaac walked over and sat in one of 
the 


kitchen chairs. “So, you"re the guy who got my brother to 
bat for the 


other team.” 


“Well, that was blunt.” Patrick sat up and tossed the 
cucumber in 


the garbage bag he had pulled over to the fridge. 
“| like to get straight to the point.” 


“Fair enough.” Patrick leaned against the now-closed fridge 
door 


and crossed his arms over his chest. “Do you have a 
problem with me 


dating your brother?” 
“That depends.” 
“On what?” 


“On if you plan to break his heart again.” 
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“Wasn't part of my plan.” 


“It better not happen. | have no problem beating the shit out 
of 


you and | will if you hurt him again. Once was enough.” 


“Like | said, I"m not planning on hurting him.” 


Isaac gave him a wry smile. “Well, you get points for being 
here 


right now. How long have you been here?” 
“Couple of days. | flew out as soon as he called.” 
“Wow. That must have cost you.” 


“Money doesn"t matter. Especially not when Brad needs 
me,” 


“So my little brother has you whipped, does he?” 


Patrick laughed. “Yeah, I"m pretty sure he does. l"d do 
anything 


to see him smile.” 
“Anything?” 


“That tone makes me think that you want me to do 
something and 


are going to use my feelings for your brother to get me to 
do it.” 


“Wow,” Isaac exclaimed with fake shock, “you really are a 
detective.” 


Patrick gave a dry chuckle. “You think you"re funny, don"t 
you?” 


All Isaac did was grin at him. “What do you want?” 


“I"m hungry. Think you can go and get us some food?” 


“I can do you one better. | found enough stuff in the fridge 
to be 


able to make us all something.” 

“You cook?” 

“| do.” 

“Wow. Looks like my brother found a keeper. Maybe | should 
find myself my very own gay detective.” 


“You could put an ad in the paper.” Patrick climbed to his 
feet 


and stretched. He felt his back muscles loosen. His chat with 
Isaac had 


gone better than he had expected. 
“I could do that. Of course, if | got myself a boyfriend, my 


parents might get a tad upset at the idea of not having 
grandchildren.” 
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“How are your parents dealing with Brad dating me?” 
Patrick 


asked. He started pulling out the food from the fridge that 
still looked 


good. He was hoping that the cooking would keep Isaac 
from noticing 


how invested he was in the answer. 


“Oddly enough, | think they"re more concerned with the 
long- 


distance thing than the fact that you"re a guy.” 
“Huh.” 

“So, what are you making us?” 

“Leftover casserole.” 


“You found a casserole in the fridge? And you"re feeding it 
to 


us?” 


“No. I"m making a casserole out of what was /eft in the 
fridge.” 


“That makes more sense.” 
“See, I"m not trying to poison all of you.” 
“Want me to tell them that you"re cooking?” 


“Sure. It"ll be a while before it"s ready, so you can probably 
get 


some more sorting done.” 


“Okay. I"I] let them know,” Isaac replied. “Don"t forget to 
make 


coffee.” 


“There is no coffee. | checked. Seems like Annabelle was a 
tea 


drinker.” 

“Crap. | forgot about that. Should | make a coffee run?” 
“Depends on how bad you want coffee.” 

“| need coffee. Sometimes | think | need it more than air.” 


Patrick laughed. “Then you might want to make a coffee 
run. You 


should check with the others first.” 
“You want some coffee?” 
“Dear God, yes.” 


“IIl get some. Back in a bit,” Isaac replied. He gave Patrick 
a nod 


before he left the kitchen. Patrick listened as Isaac walked 
through the 


house before he went back to cooking. Once the casserole 
was in the 


oven, he was going out for a cigarette. He was going to 
need it. There 
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were two more members of Brad"s family in the house who 
hadn't 


cornered him yet. 
Maybe two cigarettes would be a better idea. 
Two cigarettes and a beer. 


Patrick groaned and rubbed his suddenly sore head. It was 
going 


to be a long day. 
“SON, can | talk to you?” 


Brad looked up from where he was packing books into boxes 
and 


saw his father standing in the doorway. “Sure, Dad.” 
Ken walked into the room and sat on the floor next to Brad. 
“Your grandmother sure had a lot of books.” 


“I figured that we could donate the romance novels, but | 
kind of 


want to keep the one about card counting.” Brad grinned as 
his father 


laughed. 


“I always knew that she cheated at cards.” Ken started to 
shift in a 


nervous manner. 


“Dad?” 
“Yas?” 


“I"m guessing that you didn"t come in here to talk about 
Gran.” 


“No, | didn"t.” 
“What did you want to talk about?” 
“So, you"re dating that young man down there?” 


And here we go. “Yes.” Brad nervously chewed on his lower 
lip. 


“Do you like him?” 


“He seems like a nice young man.” Ken sighed. “I guess I"m 
just 


Surprised.” 

“But | told you about Patrick.” 

“I know. Honestly, until | met him, | didn"t really believe you. 
You never showed any interest in men before Patrick.” 
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“Dad, just because | didn"t show any interest doesn"t mean 
it 


wasn't there.” 


“Why didn"t you ever tell us?” 


“I wasn't really sure how. Plus, without there being anyone 
that | 


wanted to date, | didn"t really see the point.” Brad sighed 
and leaned 


against the bookcase. “I"m sorry.” 


“You have nothing to be sorry for, Brad. You just took me a 
bit 


by surprise.” Ken slung an arm around Brad"s shoulders. 
“Your mother 


and | will always support you.” 


“Thanks, Dad.” Brad smiled at his father. “So what do you 
think 


of Patrick?” 


“I"m impressed that he flew here to be with you. What does 
he do 


again?” 
“Hels a cop.” 
“That can be a dangerous job.” 


“I know,” Brad replied. He thought back to the reason 
behind 


Patrick's first visit to Alberta. Brad wasn"t sure how he 
would react if 


Patrick got shot again. Just the thought made his stomach 
churn. 


“Your mother and | are a bit concerned about the long- 
distance 


thing.” 
“So far we"re doing okay.” 
“You know I"m just a phone call away if you want to talk.” 


“I know.” Brad rested his head against his father's and 
closed his 


eyes. He felt his father give him a squeeze and a small smile 
formed on 


his face. He and his dad had spent a lot of time in the same 
position 


when Brad was younger. 

“Well, it looks like the two of you are slacking,” Isaac 
commented from the doorway. 

“You're one to talk,” Brad countered. “What are you doing?” 
“Going for a coffee run. Want something?” 

“| would love a coffee.” 


“Same here,” Ken agreed. “And get your mother one of 
those 


latte things that she likes so much.” 
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“Will do. Hey, what type of coffee does your boy drink? | 
never 


asked him.” 
“Just plain coffee,” Brad replied. “The stronger the better. He 


drinks so much of the stuff I"m actually surprised that he"s 
not 


twitching right now.” 


“If he is twitching, he's hiding it pretty well. I"Il be back ina 
bit.” 


Isaac nodded at them and left the room. 
“| should probably get back to packing books.” 


“And | should go and see what your mother is up to.” Ken 
got to 


his feet with a groan. “Keep up the good work, Brad.” 


“| will.” Brad watched as his father nodded at him and left 
the 


room. Once he was gone, Brad went back to sorting through 
the books. 


He moved around the room to get to another stack and 
ended up sitting 


with his back facing the door. After a few minutes, he felt 
someone 


settle behind him. When strong arms wrapped around him, 
he leaned 


into the embrace. 
“How are you holding up, Angel?” 


“Okay, | guess.” Brad shifted until he had his head resting 
against 


Patrick"s shoulder and his lover"s arms wrapped securely 
around his 


waist. 
“Anything you need?” 


“Well, you"re here and my brother went to get me coffee, so 
no, | 


don"t need anything.” 
“Good.” Patrick pressed a kiss to the side of his head. 
“| don"t know what to wear tomorrow.” 


“You just need to wear a dark suit, Angel. Do you have 
one?” 


“I think so.” 


“If you don"t, I"m sure we can find something. | may even 
have 


packed more than one suit. Oh, that reminds me. Do you 
have an iron?” 


“Yes. Why?” 


“I"m going to need to iron my clothes for the funeral. | 
didn"t 


really pack neatly.” 

Brad chuckled slightly. “In a hurry, were you?” 
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“Just a little bit.” Patrick kissed him again. “All | could think 
about was getting to you.” 


Brad pulled out of Patrick"s arms and turned so he was 
facing his 


lover. He reached out a hand and ran his fingers along 
Patrick"s jaw. 


Moving into Patrick"s personal space, Brad straddled 
Patrick"s lap and 


wrapped his legs around Patrick"s waist. Patrick"s arms went 
around his 


waist, and Brad could feel his hands spread out against his 
back. Brad 


slid his fingers into Patrick's hair. 
“Something on your mind, Angel?” 
“Have | thanked you for flying out here?” 
“Yes,” 

“It means a lot to me that you came.” 


“Anything for you, Angel,” Patrick replied. Brad leaned 
forward 


and captured Patrick's lips in a kiss. He licked gently at 
Patrick's 


mouth until his lover opened for him. Brad shifted closer as 
he twined 


his tongue around Patrick"s. When Patrick moaned, Brad 
pressed 


himself against his toned chest. He could feel Patrick's 
hands digging 


into his back as the kiss went deeper. 


Feeling the need for air, Brad pulled out of the kiss. After 
pulling 

air into his starving lungs, Brad used the hands still in 
Patrick's hair to 


tilt his lover's head to one side. He licked down Patrick's 
throat before 


finding a suitable place to bite. Patrick moaned beneath 
him. 


“Bradley, do you need any help with the... oh my!” 


Brad pulled himself out of his lust-induced haze to see his 
mother 


standing in the doorway with a shocked look on her face. 
She also 


appeared to be blushing. Brad pulled his hands out of 
Patrick"s hair as 


he felt his lover hide his face against his neck. “Mom!” 
“Um... | just... l... did you need any help with the books?” 
“No. I"m doing okay with the books.” 

“That's good. | think I"Il go and see if your father needs any 


help.” Joyce smiled faintly before hurrying away from the 
door. 


“Well, that was embarrassing.” Brad sighed and ran his 
hands 


over Patrick"s back as the older man slumped against him. 


“I can't believe your mother walked in on us.” 
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Brad pressed a kiss to Patrick's hair. “It"s going to be fine.” 


“No, it"s not. | wanted your parents to like me.” 
“My parents do like you.” 


“Your mother just caught me mauling you!” Patrick 
exclaimed. 


He pulled away far enough for Brad to see the horrified 
expression on 


his face. “How is that supposed to give her a good 
impression of me?” 


“Patrick, calm down, sugar.” Brad cupped his lover's face in 
his 


hands. “Can you take a deep breath for me?” Brad waited 
while Patrick 


did as he instructed. “Feel better?” 
“No, not really.” 


“Not even a little bit?” Brad stroked his lover's face and 
neck 


before digging his fingers into Patrick's tense shoulders. He 
leaned 


forward and kissed Patrick's forehead, smiling when his 
lover moaned 


happily. 
“Okay, maybe a little bit.” 
“Good.” 


“I should go and check on the food.” 
“You're making us food?” 


“I thought you might get hungry and | wanted to feel 
useful.” 


“You're amazing,” Brad stated. He pressed his lips to 
Patrick"s in 


a gentle kiss. “And you taste good.” 


Patrick laughed. “Thanks, Angel. Now, you need to get off of 
my 


lap so | can go to the kitchen.” 


“Plus, we probably don"t want to embarrass my mother any 
more 


than we already have,” Brad added with a grin. He moved 
his hands as 


Patrick dropped to the floor and covered his eyes with his 
arm. 


“Mean, Angel. You have a mean streak.” 

“So people say.” 

“Get off of me.” 

“You sure you want me to?” 

“No, not really, but that's kind of the point.” Patrick ran the 


fingers of his free hand over Brad's leg. 
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“Fine, I"Il get up.” Brad rolled off of Patrick and settled next 
to 


him on the floor. “You can go check on whatever you"re 
cooking now.” 


“Thanks.” Patrick gave him a quick kiss before climbing to 
his 


feet. Brad watched as he left the room. His lover really was 
an 


attractive man. Brad stretched and crossed his arms behind 
his head. He 


could feel the pull in the muscles of his back. He was also 
starting to 


feel tired again. Hopefully Isaac would get back with the 
coffee soon. 


He was going to need a lot of coffee to get through the next 
few 


days. 
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Chapter 13 


PATRICK grabbed an empty tray off of the food table and 
headed into 


the attached kitchen. The church hall was full of people from 
the 


funeral. Annabelle Wilde had been a very popular woman. 
Patrick was 


pretty sure that most of the town had shown up. Thank God 
the church 


ladies had made enough food to feed an army. 


Patrick placed his empty tray on the kitchen counter and 
began to 


fill it again. Feeling a hand on his arm, he turned to one side 
to find an 


attractive blonde woman standing next to him. “Hey, 
Barracuda. You 


look nice.” 
Roz, Julian"s sister, smiled at him. “Thanks. | don"t think I"ve 


ever seen you in a suit before. You clean up nice, Peacock.” 


“Thanks.” 
“What are you doing in here?” 
“Getting more food. You?” 


“Looking for another one of those almond square things. 
They"re 


really good,” Roz replied with a grin. 


Patrick laughed. “There are some on the counter over 
there.” 


Patrick pointed to the counter with all of the baked goods. 


“Score.” Roz headed over to the counter and helped herself. 
“So, 


why are you hiding in here?” 
“I"m just trying to be helpful.” 
“Don't lie to me, Patrick.” 
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Patrick sighed as he continued to fill the tray. “This is a 
funeral 


reception. Brad shouldn"t have to deal with people staring 
at him and 


whispering. He just lost his grandmother.” 


“He asked you to be here, Patrick. | don"t think he cares 
about 


anything other than having you by his side.” 
“When did you get so good at advice?” 


“Around the same time you actually started to listen to it,” 
Roz 


responded with a grin. Patrick shook his head with a smile. 
Arguing 


with Roz tended to be a waste of time. Especially when she 
was right. 


“I think that tray is done. You should get back out there.” 
“You gonna keep stuffing your face?” 


Roz shook a finger at him, sending crumbs flying. “I can still 
find 


ways to hurt you.” 
“Like you really want to hurt me.” 
“Don"t push your luck.” 


“There"s chocolate in the fridge.” Patrick grinned at her, 
picked 


up the full tray, and left the kitchen. He successfully dodged 
around 


people and made it to the food table. He was about to grab 
another 


empty platter when one of the church ladies beat him to it. 
She smiled 


at him and then pointed across the room. Taking the hint, 
Patrick 


crossed the room and headed to Brad's side. 


There was an older woman hugging Brad when he got there. 
Once 


she left, Brad pulled Patrick close. Patrick wrapped his arms 
around 


Brad and let the worries he had fall away. Roz was right. 
Brad was the 


only one that mattered. 

“How are you feeling, Angel?” 

“Tired. | just want to go home. Do you think we can leave?” 
“I don"t know. Do you want me to go and ask your mother?” 
“Please.” 


“Okay, just hang on.” Patrick scanned the room until he 
spotted 


Graham—whom he had met earlier—and waved him over. 


“What"s up?” 
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“I"m going to go and ask Joyce if | can take Brad home. Can 
you 


just stay here with him while | find her?” 
“Sure thing.” 


“Thanks, man.” Patrick pressed a quick kiss to Brad"s 
forehead 


before he moved his lover to Graham's side. The smaller 
man twitched 


himself under Brad"s arm to give his friend the support he 
needed. 


Patrick waited until he was sure Brad was supported 
physically as well 


as emotionally before he moved away in search of Joyce. He 
found her 


quickly. When he caught her attention, he motioned for her 
to join him. 


“Patrick, is something wrong?” 
“Brad's drained. Do you think I can take him home?” 


“Of course. He"s been here long enough.” Joyce leaned up 
and 


kissed his cheek. “Take my boy home.” 


“I will. Thanks, Joyce.” Patrick gave her a small smile before 


heading back to Brad. When he got there, he pulled Brad 
away from 


Graham and into his arms. “Ready to go home, Angel?” 
“Mom said we could leave?” 
“Yas,” 


“Good. Take me home, Pat.” Brad"s request came out 
almost like 


a plea. 


“Sure thing, Angel,” Patrick replied. “Thanks for standing 
with 


him, Graham.” 

“Not a problem. Is there anything else you need me to do?” 
“No. We should be fine for the night.” 

“Okay.” Graham gave Brad"s shoulder a squeeze. “Get some 
Sleep.” 

“I will. Thanks, Graham.” 


“Later,” Patrick said. He wrapped an arm around Brad"s 
waist and 


led him from the hall. Brad seemed to be on autopilot as 
Patrick took 


them home. Patrick would have been worried if he hadn"t 
understood 


how Brad was feeling. The only thing that was going to help 
Brad was 


sleep. Sleep and maybe a cuddle. 
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The drive back to the house was quiet. So quiet that Patrick 
began 


to suspect that Brad had fallen asleep in the car. He parked 
in the drive 


behind Brad"s truck, turned off the ignition, and turned to 
look at his 


lover. Brad"s eyes were closed, giving Patrick a good look at 
the dark 


circles under them. Patrick stretched out his hand and 
touched his 


lover's cheek. Brad turned to face him and opened his eyes. 
“We're home.” 

“We buried my grandmother today.” 

“I know, Angel. Think you can wait until we get inside before 
you break down on me?” 


A faint smile crossed Brad's face. “I may even be able to 
make it 


all the way to bed before | break down.” 


“Good to know.” Patrick tapped Brad"s nose with his finger 


before he got out of the car. He walked around to Brad"s 
side of the car 


and waited for him to get out. Once Brad was on his feet, 
Patrick 


wrapped his arm around his waist again. They walked to the 
door like 


that. When they got inside, Patrick took Brad"s jacket and 
gave hima 


Small nudge. “Go get comfy. I"Il lock up.” 
“You sure?” 


“Of course.” Patrick pulled him close and gave him a brief 
kiss. 


“I'll meet you up there.” 


“Thanks.” Brad gave him a weak smile before slipping off 
his 

shoes and heading to the stairs. Patrick took a moment to 
watch him go 


before hanging both of their coats in the closet. After 
removing his 


shoes, Patrick moved quickly around the lower half of the 
house. The 


past few days had made the process of locking up the house 
automatic 


to him. 


Patrick paused in the kitchen to pour Brad a glass of water. 
While 


there had been a rather large amount of food at the 
reception, Patrick 


wasn"t sure if Brad had eaten any of it. Patrick actually 
debated making 


Brad a sandwich before he left the kitchen with only the 
glass of water. 


If Brad was hungry, he"d make him something. He wasn"t 
about to start 


forcing his lover to eat. At least not yet. 


When Patrick reached the bedroom, Brad was lying on the 
bed. 


The only part of his suit that he had removed was the 
jacket, which was 
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draped over a chair in the corner of the room. He was just 
staring at the 


ceiling. “It feels weird.” 


“What does?” Patrick asked. He joined his lover on the bed. 


“Knowing that she"s been buried. She"s really not coming 
back.” 


“No, she"s not.” Patrick pulled Brad into his arms. Once Brad 
was 


settled with his head on Patrick"s chest, Patrick began to run 
his hands 


over Brad"s back. “A lot of people came to the funeral.” 
“Gran had a lot of friends.” 

“She was a nice lady.” 

“She liked you.” 


“I liked her.” Patrick gave Brad"s dress shirt a tug. “Do you 
want 


to get out of this?” 
“Are you trying to strip me?” 


“Only if you want me to.” Patrick pressed a kiss to Brad"s 
hair. “I 


just thought you might be more comfortable if you 
changed.” 


“You might have a point.” Brad sighed, pushed himself into 
a 


sitting position, and began to remove his tie. Patrick sat up 
and helped 


him. Brad batted Patrick"s hands away and removed the tie 
himself. 


Patrick started on the shirt buttons, leaning forward to kiss 
Brad"s 


throat as it was revealed. When he licked the pulse point, 
Brad 


shuddered. Getting all of the buttons undone, Patrick ran his 
hands over 


the smooth skin. 
“I love the way your skin feels under my fingers,” Patrick 


murmured. He looked up from his study of Brad's chest to 
find his 


lover staring at him. The look in his blue eyes made 
Patrick"s breath 


catch. Patrick pressed closer and gave Brad a tender kiss. 
He pulled 


away from the kiss when he felt Brad"s hands on his tie. He 
didn"t want 


to be accidentally choked with his own tie. 


He let Brad remove his tie before starting on his own 
buttons. 


Patrick pulled his shirt from his pants, slid it off his shoulders 
and 


tossed it away from the bed. He grinned as Brad"s eyes 
roamed over his 


chest. The way Brad looked at him was something that he 
would never 


get tired of. 

“Well, that's not fair,” Brad remarked. 

Broken Wings 

167 

“What's not?” 

“You're wearing something under your dress shirt.” 


Patrick looked down at the wifebeater he was wearing. “If | 
don"t 


wear it you can see the nipple rings through the dress shirt.” 


“That would have been very distracting,” Brad agreed. “Now 
take 


it off.” 


Patrick chuckled and peeled off his shirt. He tossed it in the 
same 


direction that his dress shirt had taken. Patrick watched as 
Brad"s 


fingers moved over his body. Brad tugged his nipple rings 
and traced 


each of his tattoos. Patrick closed his eyes and concentrated 
on the 


feeling of Brad"s fingers on his skin. 


Gentle fingers pushed against his shoulder, and Patrick fell 
back 


on the bed. He opened his eyes to see Brad looming over 
him. Patrick 


ran his hand over one of Brad"s arms as he continued to just 
stare at his 


lover. He was starting to grow hard just from the way that 
Brad was 


looking at him. Patrick shifted, causing his erection to brush 
against 


Brad's leg. He moaned at the contact. 
A slightly wicked smirk crossed Brad's face before he leaned 


down. Patrick gasped as Brad bypassed his lips and went 
straight for 


the mark he had been creating on his neck. The area was 
sensitive 


enough that Patrick had been able to feel his tie pressing 
against it. He 


hissed when he felt Brad scrape his teeth across it. Patrick 
groaned in 


pleasure and dug his fingers into Brad"s back. 


“You really like that, don"t you?” Brad followed his question 
with 


another nip to the mark. 
“You know it,” Patrick hissed. “God, Angel, | fucking love it 


when you mark me.” 


“Good.” Brad"s teeth dug into his neck again, and Patrick 
arched 


against him. He was getting dizzy with the pleasure that 
Brad was 


creating in him. Goose bumps broke out over his skin as 
Brad removed 


his teeth and licked the mark. 


Brad nuzzled his neck before he started kissing his way 
down 


Patrick"s chest. Patrick let his arms fall to the bed to give 
Brad more 


freedom in his movements. He felt Brad"s mouth latch onto 
one of his 


nipples while he used his fingers to tug on the other one. 
Patrick began 
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to thrash on the bed. He couldn"t keep his hands still 
anymore and 


lifted one to bury it in Brad"s hair. He pulled Brad"s mouth 
closer, 


practically begging for more attention to his chest. 


Patrick whined in displeasure as Brad"s mouth left his 
nipple. He 


felt Brad lick over the tattoos on his chest before his mouth 
moved to 


the other side of his chest to give that nipple the same 
treatment. Brad 


shook his head to free himself from Patrick"s grip and looked 
up at him 


with a leer. Panting for breath, Patrick was unable to do 
anything other 


than stare back at him. Patrick watched as Brad lowered his 
mouth to 


his chest, just above his nipple. Brad bit down on the flesh 
beneath his 


mouth, causing Patrick to howl in pleasure and toss his head 
back. 


When Brad moved his mouth to the center of Patrick"s chest 
and 


repeated the bite process, Patrick shuddered. Damn, I’m 
going to look 


like he tried to eat me. 


“You might not want to walk around shirtless for a while, 
sugar.” 


“I"m starting to get that impression.” Patrick"s words ended 
ona 


gasp as Brad bit at a patch of skin over his ribcage. Brad 
nuzzled his 


nose into Patrick"sS navel before he sat back with a smile. 
Taking deep 


gulps of air into his heaving lungs, Patrick watched as his 
lover traced 


the tattoo on his stomach. 


“It still amazes me to see something that | made tattooed 
on your 


Skin.” 
“In a good way?” 


“Of course in a good way. It looks nice resting over all of 
these 


muscles.” Brad leaned down and licked the tattoo he had 
just been 


tracing with his fingers. Patrick lifted his hands and ran 
them over 


Brad's shoulders. His fingers tightened on the strong 
shoulders as he 


felt Brad working on his belt. Patrick lifted his hips as Brad 
tugged on 


his pants, allowing his lover to remove his pants and boxers 
in one 


smooth move. He grinned when Brad followed the removal 
of his socks 


with a kiss to each foot. 
“You have too many clothes on, Angel.” 


“Sorry. Ill get right on that.” Brad climbed off of the bed 
and 


began to remove his pants. Patrick watched in rising lust as 
his lover 
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peeled away his clothing. He loved looking at Brad. Hell, if 
he was 


honest with himself, he loved Brad. Period. 
“| love you.” 


Brad froze in the act of climbing back onto the bed. “What 
did 


you say?” 


Holy shit, did I just say that out loud? Patrick looked into 
Brad's 


nervous but hopeful eyes and the love he felt for the other 
man nearly 


overwhelmed him. Brad needed to know. “I love you, Brad.” 


Brad pounced, and Patrick found himself the sudden 
recipient of a 


passionate kiss. When Brad finally let him up for air, he was 
smiling. “l 


love you too.” 


Patrick smiled and pulled Brad into another kiss. This kiss 
was 


softer than the previous one, full of all of the love that they 
had just 


admitted to each other. Patrick ran one of his hands down 
the smooth 


skin of Brad"s back while the other one rested on his lover's 
hip. He 


gave Brad'"s lower lip a nibble as he pulled away from the 
kiss. “Make 


love to me?” 


“Always,” Brad responded. He leaned down to give Patrick 
one 


more kiss before moving slightly out of his arms to grab the 
Supplies 


from the bedside drawer. 


Patrick was still hard and aching from their earlier foreplay, 
but 


things had changed. He no longer felt the urgent need to 
rush to the 


finish. Every movement and touch felt softer and slower. It 
felt like it 


was taking Brad eons to run his fingers down Patrick's 
chest, but he 


wasn"t going to hurry him. Patrick didn"t want to do 
anything to spoil 


the mood. 


Brad"s fingers gave his erection a brief stroke as they slid 
past it 


to tease at his hole. Patrick whined and lifted his hips in an 
attempt to 


get Brad to slip his finger inside. He felt Brad chuckle 
against his hip 


and a lubed finger finally breached him. Patrick moaned in 
pleasure 


and thrust back against the digit. He ran a hand through his 
lover's hair 


as Brad slipped another finger inside. 


Teeth scraped across his hip before biting down. The sharp 
bite 


came at the same time as Brad added a third finger, 
causing Patrick to 


howl in pleasure and arch his back. He tightened his fingers 
in Brad's 
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hair as he shuddered beneath his lover. Patrick moaned in 
loss as the 


fingers withdrew. He felt the head of Brad"s sheathed 
erection press 


against his opening and thrust his hips down, forcing Brad 
inside. 


“Easy, sugar. | don"t want to hurt you.” 


“In me. Want you in me,” Patrick insisted. He wrapped his 
hands 


around Brad's shoulders and attempted to pull him closer. 
He'd finally 


tired of the slow pace. He wanted Brad in him and he 
wanted it now. 


“Sorry, sugar, can't have you being pushy.” Brad grabbed 


Patrick"s hands, threaded their fingers together, and 
pressed Patrick"s 


arms to the bed above his head. “This is my show.” 


Unable to form sentences, or even words, Patrick wrapped 
his 

legs around Brad's waist with a whimper. He tilted his hips 
and was 


rewarded by Brad sliding in. Patrick let out a groan as Brad 
nuzzled his 


ear. He wanted to demand that Brad go faster, but he was 
fairly certain 


that he would be ignored. When the slow rhythm started, 
Patrick 


thought he would go insane. Brad was managing to hit his 
prostate with 


every stroke. 


Brad placed small kisses along his jaw before stopping by 
his ear. 


“Look at me, Patrick.” 


Patrick looked up into Brad's blue eyes. He felt his eyes 
flutter as 


Brad thrust harder, while still keeping his slow pace. 
Suddenly, 


everything was more intense. Patrick couldn"t look away 
from Brad"s 


eyes. His pupils were so dilated that only a faint ring of blue 
was 


visible around the outside. Patrick could hear himself 
panting as he 


slowly approached the peak of orgasm. He licked his lips, 
begging 


silently for a kiss. 


With a smile, Brad lowered his head and granted his 
request. 


Patrick moaned into his lover's mouth as the tempo 
increased. He 


sucked Brad's tongue into his mouth, causing Brad"s 
rhythm to falter 


fora moment, before resuming at a faster pace. Patrick 
broke away 


from the kiss with a gasp as he felt the tingling of impending 
orgasm. 


Brad"s mouth hovered near his ear once more. “I love you, 
Patrick.” 


That was all it took. Patrick screamed as his orgasm shot 
through 


him. He could feel the hot wetness hit his chest as the 
shudders 
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wracked his body. Brad's fingers tightened on his as his 
lover followed 


him into orgasm. Patrick was floating in satiated bliss as 
Brad collapsed 


onto his chest. He was pretty sure that Brad had turned his 
spine to 


jelly. 


“Good to know.” 


And apparently he had said that out loud. 
“How about I go and get something to clean us up?” 


“That would be a good idea, Angel,” Patrick replied. He 
winced 


Slightly as Brad released his hands. He could feel a tingling 
sensation in 


his fingers as the blood started to circulate again. A small 
moan of 


protest escaped him as Brad pulled out. A gentle kiss was 
pressed to his 


head and then Brad was gone. By the time he returned with 
a damp 


cloth, Patrick was feeling a bit more together. “You have a 
very smug 


look on your face, Angel.” 


“Why wouldn't I? | managed to turn your spine to jelly.” 
Brad 


grinned at him before tenderly cleaning him off. He dropped 
the cloth 


on the floor before curling next to Patrick. 


“I"m never going to live that down, am I?” Patrick closed his 
eyes 


and basked in the tender feeling of Brad running fingers 
over his body. 


“Not a chance.” A kiss landed on his shoulder as Brad 
stopped 


stroking his skin. “I want one of these.” 


Patrick opened his eyes and looked to where Brad's finger 
was 


resting against his angel tattoo. “You want a forearm? You 
already 


have two.” 


“No, you twit.” Brad gave the arm he was tapping a poke. “| 
want 


a tattoo.” 

“Really?” 

“Yeah. | want a way to honor my grandmother. Do you know 
where I can get one?” 


“We'll probably have to go to Calgary. | can call Keegan and 
see 


if he knows anyone who can do it for you.” 
“You"re going to call Keegan? Can"t we just go to a tattoo 


parlor?” 
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“Let me rephrase that,” Patrick stated. “I"m going to call 
Keegan 


to see if he knows anyone in Calgary who | would willingly 
let touch 


you. I"m kind of attached to your skin. | don"t want anybody 
to fuck it 


” 


up. 
“So you'll call Keegan now?” 


“Now?” Patrick stared at him in disbelief. Brad had just 
screwed 


his brains out and now he wanted him to make a phone call? 


“Well, | want to get this done while you"re still in town, so 
yeah. 


Think you could call him now?” Brad bit his lower lip and 
gave him 


puppy eyes. Patrick never stood a chance. 

He sighed and held out his hand. “Hand me my phone.” 
Brad grinned brightly before pressing the cell phone into his 
hand. “Thanks, sugar.” 

“You"re lucky that | love you.” 


“I know I am,” Brad replied softly. He gave Patrick a soft kiss 


that turned him to mush. He was pretty sure that he had a 
dumb smile 


on his face while the phone was ringing. 

“O"Grady residence.” 

“Hey, Sparky, can I talk to your husband?” 

“Patrick? Is everything okay?” 

“Everything is fine. | need to ask him a tattoo question.” 


“You better not be thinking of getting one while you"re 
gone. 


Keegan will kick your ass.” 
“You know me better than that, Sparky. Brad wants to get a 
tattoo, and | want to know if Keegan can give me a name.” 


“Oh, okay. I"Il get him for you.” The phone suddenly 
sounded 


Slightly muffled. “Keegan!” 


“Damn, Sparky. | thought only kids screamed for people over 
the 


phone.” 


“| learned it from my son,” Justine replied with a laugh. 
“Well, 


here he comes. Take care of yourself, Pat, and call me when 
you know 


when your flight is getting in.” 

“Will do.” 
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“Hello?” an accented male voice greeted him. “Patrick?” 
“Hey, Keegan. | need to ask you something.” 

“Sure. What"s up?” 


“Brad wants to get a tattoo. Do you know anyone in 
Calgary?” 


Keegan's rich laughter flowed over the line. “You will never 


believe this, but yeah, I think | got a guy for you. A guy that 
| hired.” 


“Seriously?” 


“Yeah. | met him at a show about a year ago, and he called 
last 


month wondering if | had a job opening at the shop. He"s 
good. His 


name is Jacob Pennington. He still has two weeks of 
appointments left 


at a shop called Prairie Ink before he moves here. I"Il give 
him a call 


and let him know that you"Ill be in tomorrow.” 


“Thanks, Keegan. | really appreciate it. You know that if we 
had 


the time, I"d just bring him to Ontario and have you do it.” 
“I know. Penn"s a good guy. He"ll do your boy up nice.” 


“Thanks.” Patrick looked at his lover as Brad poked him in 
the 


side. He raised an eyebrow at him. 


“Tell Keegan thanks for the flowers he and Justine sent,” 
Brad 


stated. 
“Brad says thanks for the flowers.” 
“Not a problem. Give that boy a hug for me.” 


“I will. See you when | get back.” Patrick waited for Keegan 
to 


say goodbye before he hung up. He tossed his cell phone on 
the 


nightstand and rolled over so he was facing his lover. “| 
can't believe 


that you made me call Keegan from bed. What if he knew 
we were 


naked?” 


“It"s you. He probably just assumes that you"re naked 
whenever 


you call.” 


Patrick poked his lover in the side before he pulled Brad 
back into 


his arms. “Why are you so mean to me?” He pressed a kiss 
to the tip of 


Brad"s nose. 


“Because you know | don"t really mean it.” Brad snuggled 
further 


into his arms. “So, | have a question for you.” 
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“Shoot.” 


“Do you think we could maybe head downstairs for some 
food? 


I"m kinda hungry.” 
Patrick laughed softly. “Sure thing, Angel.” 
“Why are you laughing?” 


“I was actually thinking about making you a sandwich 
before | 


came up here.” 


“Really?” 
“Yeah.” 
Brad pulled out of his arms and looked down at him while 


Cupping his cheek with one hand. “You really know me, 
don"t you?” 


Patrick turned his head to one side to kiss the palm resting 
against 


his face. “I think I do.” 
“Are you going to let me know you?” 


“I"m going to try,” Patrick replied. He pulled Brad back into 
his 


arms for another kiss. The sandwiches could wait. 


JEREMY looked up as Cam walked back into the room. His 
lover 


didn"t look happy. In fact, he looked a lot more depressed 
than he had 


before he talked to Patrick. Jeremy was fairly certain that 
talking to 


your best friend wasn"t supposed to make you miserable. If 
it was, he 


and Ben were doing it wrong. 
“Is Patrick alright?” 


“He"s coming home some time tomorrow.” 


“Isn"t that supposed to be a good thing?” Jeremy lifted his 
arm as 


Cam sat next to him on the couch. He pulled his lover close 
and held 


him as Cam sagged against him. 

“He won't stay.” 

“What?” 

Cam sighed. “He told Brad he loved him.” 
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“Seriously?” Jeremy took a moment to process that bit of 


information. He knew from what Cam had told him, and 
from his own 


interactions with Patrick, that for the other man to admit his 
feelings— 


not only to himself but to someone else—was a very big 
deal. “Damn.” 


“Yeah.” 


“I think you might be right. | don"t think he"s going to be 
staying 


here when he gets back.” Jeremy pulled Cam closer and ran 
his hands 


up and down his lover's back. He could feel the tension 
there. “Are you 


going to be okay with that, sweetheart?” 


“I"m not sure.” Cam sighed and snuggled closer. “It"s been 
me 


and Patrick since we were kids. It"s going to be weird not 
having him 


around.” 
“Well, you"ve got me. And Kennedy is still here.” 


Cam pulled back and gave Jeremy a look. “Are you trying to 
use 


that as a good point?” 
“Hey, | thought you liked me.” 


“I do like you.” A soft smile graced Cam's face as he raised 
a 


hand and touched Jeremy's cheek. His fingers slid over 
Jeremy's skin 


in a gentle caress. 
“So it"s Kennedy you don't like?” 


“You know I love Kennedy. She just isn"t Patrick.” Cam 
groaned 


and tucked his head beneath Jeremy's chin. “I miss him.” 


“Baby, he isn't gone yet. And | would suggest that you let 
him 


tell you that he's leaving. If you tell him that you figured it 
out for 


yourself, it"s just going to cause a fight.” 
“You"re right.” 

“You want Patrick to be happy, don"t you?” 

“Of course | do.” 

“And do you think he"ll be happy without Brad?” 
“No. He won"t be happy at all.” 

“So what does that mean?” 


“That when he tells me he"s moving to Alberta | will smile 
and 


ask him if he needs help packing.” 
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Jeremy laughed and kissed the top of Cam"s head. “That's 
my 


” 


boy. 


“And you will do everything that is needed for Bingo to leave 
the 


province free of charge.” 


“Of course | will.” Jeremy kissed him again. “So, you ready 
to 


take Hershey for a walk now?” 


“Sounds good. I"ll go get her.” Cam pulled out of Jeremy"s 
arms, 


gave him a brief kiss, and headed out of the room calling for 
Hershey. 


Jeremy got to his feet with a stretch. Hopefully, the walk 
would help 


calm Cam down. If not, it was going to be a very tense time 
until 


Patrick got home. 
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GRAHAM parked his car in front of the tattoo parlor and 
rested his 


head against the steering wheel. He couldn"t believe he had 
agreed to 


this. All it had taken was one puppy-dog look from Brad and 
he had 


caved. He'd never before felt the desire to be near a tattoo 
parlor and 


now he was going to drive Brad back home from Calgary 
after his best 


friend got his skin inked. When did he turn into a taxi 
service? 


A car parked in the space in front of him, and Graham 
watched as 


Brad and Patrick climbed out. He was still surprised that 
Brad was 


dating a man, but seeing how they interacted he was 
starting to 


understand the appeal. Graham could almost see how they 
felt about 


each other. Plus, he could understand Brad'"s attraction to 
Patrick. Even 


he could admit the man was hot. 


A fist knocked on his window, and he turned his head to see 


Patrick standing next to his car. “You gonna get out of the 
car, Small 


Fry?” 

“What did you just call me?” 

“If you get out of the car, maybe I"Il repeat it.” There was a 
wicked grin on the other man's face. 


“Think you"re so funny,” Graham muttered. He turned off 
the car, 


removed his keys, and climbed out of the vehicle. After 
locking the 


door, he leaned against it and glared up at Patrick. “You 
called me 


Small Fry, didn"t you?” 


“Maybe.” Patrick grinned and clapped a hand on his 
shoulder. 


“Everyone needs a nickname, Small Fry.” 


“Has anyone ever told you that you"re really annoying?” 
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“| have been told that before.” 


“Are the two of you going to stand there and banter all day 
or are 


you going to come inside with me?” 
“We"re coming, Angel.” 


Graham followed as Patrick walked around the car. “How 
come 


he gets a touching nickname?” 
“Because | like him more than | like you.” 


“That"s good to know,” Brad stated. He stepped forward 
and 


wrapped his arms around Patrick. Graham watched as the 
other two 


men kissed. He felt an indulgent smile cross his face. Seeing 
Brad 


happy was a nice change. Of course, waiting for them to 
finish kissing 


was taking a lot longer than he had anticipated. 


“Um, guys? Not that I"m not enjoying the extended PDA, but 
| 


thought we were on a time frame.” 
Brad broke away with a small groan. “He has a point.” 


“Are you sure that you want to do this? You can still back 
out,” 


Patrick offered. Graham watched as Patrick's hands settled 
on Brad's 


waist. He could see Patrick's fingers moving softly, almost 
like he was 


trying to soothe Brad with his touch. Graham guessed the 
motion 


would have been effective if Brad weren't wearing a heavy 
jacket. Still, 


it was a nice gesture. 
“No, | want to do this.” 


“Then let"s get moving,” Graham interjected. He walked 
past 


both of them and pulled open the door. He held it open and 
waved the 


other two through. He slid his sunglasses to the top of his 
head as he 


followed them into the shop. It took a moment for his eyes 
to adjust 


when he got inside. 


The inside of Prairie Ink was different than he had expected. 
The 


only things that matched his expectations were the pictures 
of tattoos 


on the walls. There were comfortable-looking couches 
around a low 


coffee table covered in magazines. There was a counter 
along one wall 


and a curtained hallway leading further back. The speaker 
system was 


playing rock music. A tattooed and pierced girl with spiked 
blue hair 


walked over to them with a bright smile on her face. 
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“Can | help you?” 


“We're here to see Penn. He"s expecting us,” Patrick 
replied. 


Graham noticed that he had his arm wrapped around Brad"s 
waist and 


resisted the urge to roll his eyes. They were almost too cute 
to be 


allowed continued existence. 


“Give me a minute and I"Il go get him for you.” She smiled 
again 


and went through the curtained hallway. 


Graham wandered around the shop while they waited. He 
had to 


admit that some of the designs were pretty cool. Of course, 
the thought 


of someone putting needles in his skin made him break out 
in a cold 


sweat. No tattoos for Graham. Not ever. 
“You guys are the ones Keegan called about?” a deep voice 


inquired. Graham turned and had to force himself to keep 
his jaw from 


dropping. 


The guy was huge, at least 6"6” and solid muscle. Auburn 
hair 


was pulled away from his angular face in a short ponytail. 
His eyes 


were the color of chocolate and there were small flecks of 
gold in them. 


Broad shoulders and muscled arms protruded from the black 
muscle 


shirt that seemed to be molded to his sculpted chest. 
Tattoos covered 


nearly all of both of his arms. Graham wasn'"t sure if he 
wanted to get 


closer so he could see the tattoos or back away before the 
guy swatted 


him like a bug. 
“Yeah. I"m Patrick, this is Brad, and that"s Graham.” 


“Nice to meet you.” Penn reached out and shook all of their 


hands. Graham watched with wide eyes as Penn"s hand 
completely 


engulfed his. “You the one getting the tattoo?” 


“What?” Graham blinked in panic when he realized that 
Penn was 


not only still holding his hand, but that he was talking to 
him. “What? 


No! I"m not getting a tattoo!” 


Penn released his hand with a warm laugh. “I guessed as 
much 


when | saw how panicked you looked. | just enjoy picking on 
the moral 


Support.” 


Graham let out a shaky breath as he laughed. “Dude, you"re 
kind 


of evil.” 
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“So I"ve been told.” Penn turned and started to walk toward 
the 


curtain. “Follow me.” 


Graham took up the rear as he followed behind the others. 
The 


blue-haired girl behind the counter waved as he passed. 
Graham smiled 


weakly. He was still feeling nervous and it was annoying 
him. He 


didn"t like showing weakness, even around his best friend. 
Graham was 


fairly certain that stemmed from when they were kids. He"d 
always 


been picked on for his size. 


Penn led them down a short hallway lined with doors. 
Graham 


could hear faint buzzing noises coming from behind the 
closed doors. 


Penn stopped in front of one of the few open doors and 
ushered them 


inside. When he closed the door behind them, Graham was 
Surprised to 


find that it blocked out a lot of the sound from the rest of 
the building. 


“Should | be worried that these rooms seem to be 
soundproofed?” 


“Why? Are you a screamer?” Penn shot him a wicked grin. 


Graham felt a hot blush cross his face. “Do you think you 
could 


maybe stop picking on me and talk to Brad about the tattoo 
he wants?” 


“Sure.” Penn grinned and turned his attention to Brad. “So, 
what 


do you want?” 


“Well, | want something in memory of my grandmother. 
Some- 


thing like what Patrick has.” 


“Let me see Patrick"s,” Penn requested. Patrick sighed, 
pulled off 


his jacket and removed the shirt he was wearing. His actions 
left him 


standing in just a pair of jeans and a wifebeater. Graham 
moved around 


Patrick so he could see the tattoo as well. 


Patrick held out his left forearm for them to see. The tattoo 
was of 


an angel holding a banner. Graham assumed the name on 
the banner— 


Marguerite—was the name of Patrick"s grandmother. Even 
Graham 


had to admit that the tattoo was a rather stunning piece of 
work. 


Penn released Patrick"s arm and focused on Brad. “So you 
want 


to include your grandmother"s name?” 
“Either that or her initials.” 

“What was her name?” 

“Annabelle Wilde.” 
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“Do you want something this big?” 


“Not really. | was thinking something smaller. And not an 
angel.” 


“Do you have an idea of where you want it?” 
“Um, | was thinking on my shoulder.” 
“Which side?” 


“Left,” Brad replied. Penn nodded, grabbed a pad of paper 
anda 


pen, and sat on a stool to begin sketching. 


“You're going to design him one?” Graham asked in 
Surprise. 


“That"s why you"re here to see me, isn"t it?” 


“I just thought he was going to pick one out of a book.” 


“No way. Nothing but custom work for my boy,” Patrick 
replied. 


He had moved to Brad"s side and had an arm wrapped 
around his 


lover's waist. 

“Did your grandmother have a favorite flower?” Penn asked. 
“She liked lilies.” 

“That's a nice flower.” 


“Didn"t she always have lilies growing in the garden?” 
Graham 


hovered behind Penn in an attempt to see what the tattoo 
artist was 


drawing. Unfortunately, even with Penn sitting, Graham still 
couldn't 


see over his shoulders. Graham sighed in frustration and 
crossed his 


arms over his chest. 


“Height giving you problems, Small Fry?” There was a great 
deal 


of amusement present in Patrick"s voice as he asked the 
question. 


“No one asked for your input.” 


“Yes, my grandmother planted lilies,” Brad interjected, 
answering 


the question that Graham had asked. 
“Are they always like this?” Penn asked. 
“They just met a few days ago.” 
“Damn. | feel sorry for you.” 


“Thanks. | sometimes feel like I"m looking after small 
children.” 


“Hey!” Graham and Patrick chorused. 
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“If you don"t want me to tell people that you"re children, 
you 


should stop acting like children.” 


“What do you think of this?” Penn asked. He held out the 
sketch 


so they could all see. 


It was a simple design with the name “Annabelle” in an 
elegant 


script. The top of the first “L’ and the bottom of the second 
curved into 


lilies. That was all there was to it, but from the way Brad 
was looking 


at it—it was the most beautiful sketch in the world. 

“Penn, it"s perfect.” 

“Do you want any color in it?” 

“No. | like it just the way it is. You"ll do it in black?” 

“Yes. You ready for this?” 

“I think so.” 

“All right. Off with your shirt,” Penn instructed. Graham and 


Patrick moved to one side of the room as Brad stood and 
removed his 


shirt. Once that was done, Penn motioned for him to sit in 
the padded 


chair in the middle of the room. 


Graham started to feel increasingly squeamish as he 
watched 


Penn prep Brad"s shoulder for the tattoo. He couldn"t 
believe Brad was 


actually going to go through with it. When Penn picked up 
the gun, 


Graham swayed alarmingly to one side. Only the sudden 
appearance of 


Patrick"s arm kept him from hitting the floor. 


“Small Fry, you okay? Graham?” 


“| don't feel that great.” Graham looked up and realized he 
was 


actually resting against Patrick"s chest. “Why are you 
holding me?” 


“You almost fainted.” 

“That"s not good.” 

“I didn"t think so.” 

“Maybe I should wait outside?” 

“I think that might be a good idea.” 
“Sorry, Brad.” 


“That"s okay, Graham. | forgot how much you disliked 
needles.” 


Brad gave him a soft smile. “We'll see you when we're 
done.” 
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room. He made his way back to the main part of the shop. 
He headed 


straight to one of the couches and sat down with a sigh. 


“Do you need a glass of water?” 


Graham lifted his head to see the blue-haired girl standing 
in front 


of him. “I"m sorry?” 

“I was just wondering if you wanted a glass of water.” 
“That would be great.” 

“WI be right back.” 


Graham leaned his head against the back of the couch and 
closed 


his eyes. He opened them when he felt a hand touch his 
shoulder. 


“Thanks,” he said, taking the water. “I never learned what 
your name 


was.” 
“I"m Gwen. What"s your name?” 


“Graham.” He took a sip of water before placing the glass 
on the 


table. “Do you get a lot of people like me in here?” 
“Short Asian men?” Gwen gave him a bright grin. 


“Funny. No. | meant friends who come for moral support and 
end 


up almost fainting.” 


“We get more than you would think. How far did you get?” 


“r 


m sorry?” 

“How far did you get before you fainted?” 
“Penn picked up the tattoo gun.” 

Gwen laughed. “Did he turn it on?” 


“No. I"m pretty sure he just picked it up.” Graham groaned 
and let 


his head fall back against the couch again. “God, | am such 
a wuss.” 
ae |e 


m sure you have some good qualities.” 


“Thanks. | think,” he replied. Graham felt his lips twitch in a 
grin 


as Gwen laughed. “Is this part of your job?” 
“What?” 


“Making the weaklings feel better.” 
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“Hey, we had a guy throw up on Penn once. You"re doing 
much 


better than him.” 


“I guess | can live with that.” Graham smiled at Gwen. It was 
a 


fairly slow day at the shop—at least Graham assumed that it 
was 


slow—and Gwen spent the time he was waiting chatting 
with him. By 


the time Penn, Patrick, and Brad reappeared, Graham and 
Gwen had 


moved on to horrible dating stories. 

“We're done,” Brad announced. 

“How did it go?” 

“It wasn"t as painful as | thought it was going to be.” 
“So it didn"t hurt?” 


“I didn't say that,” Brad answered with a laugh. Graham 
laughed 


and climbed to his feet. He took a moment to look over 
Brad. His 


friend seemed a tad paler than he had been before, but he 
was smiling. 


The tattoo seemed to have chased some of the grief from 
his eyes. 


“So, are we leaving now?” 


“Yep.” Brad turned to Penn and shook his hand. “Thank you, 


Penn.” 


“It was my pleasure. Have a Safe drive home.” Penn turned 
to 


Graham and grinned at him. “If you ever decide to get a 
tattoo, I"Il do it 


for free.” 
“Thanks, but there"s no chance that I"Il change my mind.” 


Graham nodded at the taller man and then left the shop. 
When he 


reached his car, he leaned against it and waited for the 
others. They 


came out holding hands. Graham wasn"t sure if he wanted 
to grin at 


them or throw up. Sometimes they were too cute for the 
general public. 


“You"ll call me when you and Graham get back home?” 
Patrick 


asked. “Just leave a message in case I"m on the plane by 
then.” 


“Only if you promise to call when you get back to Ontario.” 


“The two of you are gross.” Graham made a gagging face 
when 


they looked over at him. 


“You're just jealous, Small Fry,” Patrick replied. He grinned 
at 


Graham before pulling Brad into what looked to be a 
ravenous kiss. 


Graham felt a small surge of jealousy. He really needed to 
get laid. 
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“Are the two of you done yet? If not, I"m going to start 
Selling 


tickets.” 


“That would be a good way to make money,” Patrick 
answered 


with a laugh. He pulled away from Brad and took Graham"s 
hand. 


“Despite the circumstances, it was nice to finally meet you.” 
“Same here. Have a Safe trip home.” 
“Thanks. You drive safe.” 


“I will. Bye, Patrick.” Graham gave Patrick"s hand a final 
squeeze 


before getting behind the wheel of his car. He watched from 
inside the 


car as Brad and Patrick said their goodbyes. When Brad 
finally climbed 


into the car, Graham pretended not to notice that his eyes 
were damp. 


“So, ready to head home?” 


“Yeah, | guess.” Brad sighed as he leaned back against his 
seat. 


“You can call him when we get there.” 
“Does it make me a sap to say that | miss him already?” 


“Considering that his car hasn"t even pulled away yet, yes, 
it 


does.” 

“So I"m a sap?” 

“Yes, you are.” 

“I guess | can live with that.” 


Graham laughed. “Come on, sap, let"s head home.” Graham 
put 


the car in gear and started the drive home. He hoped that 
Brad wouldn"t 


spend too much time moping. There was only so much he 
could take 


before he would be forced to throw a glass of water in 
Brad's face. 


PATRICK pushed his sunglasses to the top of his head as he 
stepped 


into the lobby of Harris Industries. He looked around the 
lobby and 


nodded in approval. They had done some redecorating since 
the last 


time he had been there. Patrick walked over to the reception 
desk and 


waited for the young blonde woman behind the desk to 
notice him. She 


appeared to be talking to someone on the phone. The 
nametag on her 


Shirt read “Cheryl.” 
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When she finally spotted him, she gave an annoyed sigh. 
“Hang 


on, Lisa, there"s someone hovering at the desk.” She pulled 
the phone 


away from her mouth. “Welcome to Harris Industries,” she 
chirped in 


an overly bubbly voice. “How can | help you?” 
“I"m here to see Asher Brandt.” 


“Do you have an appointment?” 


“Just tell him that Patrick Hawkins is here to see him.” 


“I"m sorry. You can"t see Mr. Brandt without an 
appointment.” 


The look that Cheryl gave him said she wasn't sorry at all. 
In fact, the 


look said that she was thinking of calling security on him. 
She sneered 


Slightly and turned her attention back to her phone call. 
That would 


teach Patrick to wear jeans and a leather jacket to an office 
building. Of 


course he had only packed the one suit and he hadn't felt 
like wearing it 


on a plane. Plus, he was pretty sure that the suit was dirty. 
And it was 


definitely wrinkled. 


“You"re new, aren't you?” Patrick smiled at her in an 
attempt to 


cover his annoyance. The old receptionist, Dana, had known 
to send 


him right up whenever he showed up. Dana had even given 
him 


cookies when he visited. Patrick had a feeling that Cheryl 
wasn"t going 


to give him cookies. 


Cheryl rolled her eyes and followed the motion with a glare. 
“The 


fact that I"m new doesn"t change your need for an 
appointment. So get 


one, and come back later.” 


“Why don"t you just call Mitchell, Asher's assistant, and tell 
him 


that Patrick is here to see Asher?” 
“Why would | do that?” Cheryl's eyes roamed over him once 


more. “I doubt that knowing your name will make Mr. Brandt 
want to 


see someone who looks like they rolled out of bed and 
decided to come 


to an office building.” 
Patrick bristled as he finally snapped. No more nice Patrick. 


“Because I"m asking you to. Or do you not have Mitchell"s 
number? 


Are you too low on the food chain to be able to contact the 
people who 


are important?” 
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Cheryl turned bright red in anger and glared at him. “When 
Mr. 


Porter tells me that you can"t see Mr. Brandt without an 
appointment, 


I"m going to call security and have them remove you.” 


“Whatever makes you happy.” Patrick flashed her a grin as 
she 


reached for the phone. The increased hostility in Cheryl"s 
glare caused 


Patrick to assume that what would make her happy would 
not be very 


comfortable for him. 


Patrick watched as Cheryl made the call. The hostility on her 
face 


slowly faded to a look of horror. The blush of her anger was 
replaced 


with an almost deathly pallor. She really didn"t look very 
good. In 


fact—if the sudden unshed tears were any indication—she 
looked like 


someone in the process of a verbal dressing down. By the 
time she 


hung up the phone, she looked like she might need to be 
committed. Or 


that she was possibly going to vomit on his shoes. 


“Y-you can g-go right up, M-Mr. Hawkins.” Cheryl looked up 
at 


him with fearful eyes. Patrick would bet good money that 
she was 


going to start crying the minute he left. 


“Thank you, Cheryl,” Patrick replied. He had to stop himself 
from 


grinning as she whimpered when he said her name. Patrick 
gave hera 


nod before he headed to the hallway behind her. Once down 
the hall, he 


got onto the elevator and hit the button for the seventh 
floor. When the 


doors opened, there was a man waiting for him. 


He was shorter than Patrick, coming in at five foot eleven 
inches, 


although his stylish shoes put him closer to six feet. He was 
wearing a 


moderately expensive suit and his brown hair was neatly 
styled. A pair 


of silver-framed glasses perched over gray eyes. The overall 
effect of 


his appearance made him seem nonthreatening, but Patrick 
knew 


otherwise. Mitchell Porter spoke four languages, could read 
seven, and 


knew more about Harris Industries than most of the other 
employees 


combined. He was the perfect assistant for the CEO. 
“Mitchell, you didn"t have to meet me at the elevator.” 


“Please, after that woman gave you a hard time? Of course | 
did. | 


didn"t want you to have any more problems.” 


“Unless you replaced Mary, | wouldn"t have had any trouble 
once 


| got up here,” Patrick replied. He stepped forward and 
shook 


Mitchell"s hand. Mary was the floor receptionist for the 
seventh floor. 
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“We'd never replace Mary. If we replaced Mary, we wouldn't 


know what to do with ourselves.” Mitchell smiled at the 
woman in 


question as they passed her. She gave them a small wave 
before turning 


all of her attention back to the phone call she was on. 
“What happened to Dana?” 


“Maternity leave. Cheryl was the smartest of the women 
that we 


interviewed.” 
“Yikes.” 


“Hey, the first replacement kept hanging up on people every 
time 


that she put them on hold. Dana is no longer allowed to do 
interviews 


while she has baby brain.” 


Patrick was laughing when they reached Asher's office. 
Mitchell 


let him into the outer office then tapped on the inner doors 
twice. After 


that, he went and sat behind his desk. 

“Does he know I"m here?” 

“Yes.” 

“Is he in a good mood?” 

“He always seems to be in a good mood when you"re here, 
Patrick.” 


“That"s because I"m awesome.” 


“And oh so modest,” Mitchell replied. Patrick laughed as he 


pulled open Asher's door and stepped inside. The man in 
question 


stood from behind his desk, crossed the room, and pulled 
Patrick into a 


hug. 
Asher released the hug and smiled at him. “You look great, 
Patrick.” 


Patrick stepped back and took a moment to look Asher over. 
They 


were about the same height, but Asher was slightly broader 
through the 


Shoulders. Patrick knew from previous visits that Asher 
spent time in 


the company gym, so his tailored suit fit a toned body. Asher 
was only 


thirty-eight, but Patrick could see some gray mixed in with 
his dark 


brown hair, mostly around the temples. Patrick liked it. It 
made Asher 


look distinguished. His hazel eyes were as full of good cheer 
as they 


always were. 
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“You look pretty damn good yourself, Ash.” 
“It"s not nice to lie.” 

Patrick gave his friend a shove. “I"m not lying.” 
“Patrick, I"m going gray.” 


“It looks good on you.” Patrick reached out and touched one 
of 


the small gray patches. “Very distinguished. | like it.” 
“Well, I"m glad that someone likes my hair.” Asher gave 


Patrick"s cheek a gentle pat before he made his way to the 
couch 


situated against one wall of his office. “Not that | don"t love 
seeing 


you, but why are you here, Pat?” 


Patrick sighed and flopped onto the couch. Instead of sitting 
next 


to Asher, he curled up on the couch with his head in Asher"s 
lap. The 


older man's fingers automatically began to stroke his hair. 
They had 


spent hours sitting just like this after Patrick"s grandmother 
had died. It 


seemed as though every time they had a serious 
conversation it 


happened while Patrick"s head was in Asher's lap. 

“I"m guessing this is going to be a serious conversation?” 
“Brad"s grandmother died.” 

“Ah, | see. Bringing up memories?” 

“A few, but | can handle that.” 

“Then what"s bothering you?” 

“What would you say if | told you | was thinking of becoming 


more active in the running of Harris Industries?” The fingers 
in his hair 


stilled. 
“Are you serious?” 
“| love him, Asher. | don"t think | can keep doing the long- 


distance thing. It hurts too much when | wake up and he"s 
not there.” 


“Okay.” Asher"s fingers began to run through his hair again. 
“But 


do you really want to start working here? You love being a 
cop.” 


“I"m getting tired of being shot.” Patrick sighed and closed 
his 


eyes. “I don"t want to die on him.” 
“Couldn"t you join the local force? | doubt you'll get shot out 


there.” 
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“I could. I"m just not sure that | want to. | mean, | love being 
a 


cop, | really do, but it might be nice to have a job that will 
just let me 


go home at the same time every day.” 


“Plus, if you work here, you won't have to be in all of the 
time. 


We could work out a nice schedule for you.” 
“That would be fun. Would | be able to fire the really bad 
receptionist?” 


Asher laughed. “Well, you already own the company. You 
could 


fire her now if you really want to.” 
“Really?” 


“Yes, but you"d have to hire her replacement.” 


“That doesn"t sound fair.” 


“Hey, you"re the one who's in charge.” Asher gave Patrick's 
head 


a slight nudge. “Sit up for a minute.” 


Patrick sighed, pulled himself into a sitting position, and 
turned 


so he was facing Asher. “What's up?” 
“|I would love to have you here, but I want you to really think 


about the decision that you"re making. Right now you're all 
upset 


because the man you love is hurting. | don"t want you 
making a rash 


decision that you" ll regret.” Asher held up a hand when 
Patrick opened 


his mouth to protest. “I know that you're still going to move 
out here. | 


can see that in your eyes. | just want you to think really hard 
about 


what you want to do career-wise. Plus, you do know that you 
don"t 


really have to work, don"t you?” 
“| like keeping busy.” 


Asher laughed. “I can understand that. Hell, you"ve never 
been 


one to just sit back and relax.” 
“Thanks.” 


“For what?” Asher gave him a lopsided grin. “I don"t really 
think 


that | did anything that | need to be thanked for.” 
“It was nice just to have someone to listen to me.” 


“I guess | can give you that one,” Asher responded. “So, do 
you 


have a flight to catch or can you spare some time for 
lunch?” 
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Patrick looked down at his watch. “I really should get to the 
airport.” 


“All right. Promise to call if you need to talk?” Asher got to 
his 


feet and held out a hand. Patrick accepted it and found 
himself pulled to 


his feet. He ended up nearly bouncing off of Asher's chest. 
Asher was 


stronger than he looked. 


“Il call. Damn, Ash, | don"t remember you being this strong 


before.” 


“| may have been working out a bit more. We've been 
ordering 


lunches.” 


“I think it has more to do with the guy who delivers the 
lunches,” 


Mitchell commented, walking into the room. 
“I can fire you,” Asher threatened. 

“Please. You would be lost without me.” 
“Why are you in here?” 

“I came to ask if you wanted to order lunch.” 


Patrick grinned as a flush appeared on Asher'"s face. “I"m 
really 


starting to wish that | was able to stay for lunch. Especially if 
this 


delivery guy has Asher so rattled.” 
“He's pretty cute.” 
“Would the two of you stop acting like I"m not in the room?” 


Asher demanded. Patrick was actually expecting him to 
stomp his foot 


and cross his arms. He"d never seen Asher so worked up 
over a guy 


before. 


“Sorry. Well, I"ve really got to head out.” Patrick leaned over 
and 


pressed a kiss to Asher"s cheek. “Thanks for listening.” 
“Not a problem. Have a Safe trip home.” 

Patrick held out a hand to Mitchell. “It was good to see you 
again.” 

“Likewise.” Mitchell returned the shake. “I"Il walk you out.” 


“Thanks.” Patrick followed Mitchell out of the office. “So, 
what's 


this guy like? The one that Asher seems to be so smitten 
with.” 
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“He seems nice. He's a little shy, but his eyes light up when 


Asher smiles at him, so I"m thinking there may be some 
mutual 


attraction there.” 


“Good. Am I right in assuming that it"s been a while since he 
had 


a date?” 


“You are,” Mitchell answered. They had reached the 
elevator. 


“So, you"re thinking of coming to work here?” 
“| am.” 


“If you decide that you want to, let me know. Whatever you 
do, 


do not let Asher hire an assistant for you. He"s horrible.” 
“He hired you.” 


“I threatened all of the other applicants. | basically hired 
myself.” 


Patrick laughed. “Good to know. Take care, Mitchell.” 


“You too.” Mitchell smiled at him as Patrick got into the 
elevator. 


He grinned to himself as he rode the elevator to the main 
floor. So 


Asher had a crush. Interesting. 
The doors opened on the main floor and Patrick stepped out. 


When he passed the front desk, he gave a red-eyed Cheryl a 
grim smile 


of satisfaction. It might have been petty for him to feel so 
good about 


how bad Cheryl was feeling, but she had been rude to him 
and 


sometimes he enjoyed being petty. 


Stepping out into the sunshine, Patrick slid his sunglasses 
back 


onto his face. Now all he had to do was fly home and explain 
to Cam 


that he was moving to Alberta. That should be fairly simple. 


Cam was going to go apeshit. 


CHAPTER, 
Pi fle 
| 
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BRAD parked his truck in front of Score! and sighed. He 
didn"t really 


want to do this but he felt like he should warn Allan about 
the way that 


Dwight had been acting. Unfortunately, he was starting to 
think that he 


might have been overreacting. 


“Well, I"m here. Might as well get it over with,” Brad 
muttered. 


He turned off the ignition, climbed out of the truck, and 
locked the door 


behind him. Once in the store, he headed to the cash desk. 
He smiled at 


the same perky blonde girl behind the counter. “Hi, Sara, is 
Allan in?” 


“He's in his office.” 


“Is he busy?” Brad fought the urge to nervously bite his lip. 
He 


was really starting to feel like this had been a bad idea. He 
didn"t want 


to bother Allan if he was busy. 
“I don"t think so. You should be fine to just head on back.” 
“Thanks.” 


“Is this going to be a serious visit? Do you want me to hold 
his 


calls?” 
“You know what, that might be a good idea. Thanks, Sara.” 


“Not a problem,” she replied. Sara smiled at him as he 
headed 


past her to the back of the store where Allan's office was 
located. 


When he reached the office, he knocked on the door. 


“Come in,” Allan called. Brad opened the door, stepped into 
the 


office, and pulled the door closed behind him. Allan smiled 
when he 


saw Brad. “Brad, | didn"t know you were coming in today.” 


“It wasn"t a planned visit.” 
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“Is everything okay? | was sorry to hear about your 
grandmother. 


Did you get the flowers that | sent?” 
Brad smiled softly. “I did get the flowers. Thank you.” 
“You"re welcome.” Allan motioned to the chair in front of his 


desk as he sat down once again. “So, what brings you to my 
office?” 


“Dwight.” 
“He"s not here.” Allan was frowning at him in confusion. 


“Good. | want to talk about him.” 


“Okay.” Allan leaned forward, resting his elbows on his desk. 
He 


had a look of intense concentration of his face. “Is there 
something 


wrong? You look upset.” 


“Dwight showed up at my house just after my grandmother 
died. 


He seemed to be under the mistaken impression that we"re 
dating.” 


Allan blinked at him. “Dating?” 
“Yess” 

“You and Dwight aren't dating.” 
“No.” 


“I didn"t even know that Dwight was gay. Was it obvious? 
Am | 


missing giant clues?” 

“I don't think so.” 

“Okay, your face still looks concerned, so I"m guessing that 
there"s more.” 


Brad sighed and ran a hand over his face. “He said some 
pretty 


rude things that | really don"t want to repeat, or even think 
about. Hell, 


my boyfriend punched him in the face.” 


“Let me get this straight. Dwight thinks that the two of you 
are 


dating and he said something rude enough to get your 
boyfriend to 


punch him?” 
“That about sums it up.” 


“I"m a bit concerned that he was able to show up at your 
house. | 


didn"t realize that Dwight knew where you lived.” 
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“Neither did I. It was a rather large surprise when he 
showed up 


on my doorstep.” 


“Do you want me to talk to him?” Allan asked. He ran his 
hand 


over his head. “I mean, I"ve never been in this situation 
before. He"s 


got a contract, so | can"t really fire him for being creepy.” 
“I don"t know. | just felt like | had to tell you.” 


“I"m glad that you did. I"d hate to think that he did this to 


someone else. Someone who was too scared to say 
anything.” Allan 


sighed and gave Brad a wry smile. “This is nota 
conversation that | 


would have ever expected to have.” 
“It was a bit strange for me too.” Brad returned the smile. “I 


mean, hell, until | met my boyfriend, | don"t think I"d ever 
been hit on 


by a guy. Well, if | was, | didn"t really notice. That could be 
how the 


problem with Dwight started.” 
“I didn't think that you and Dwight spent that much time 
together.” 


“We didn't. We had coffee a couple of times after a few of 
the 


business meetings the three of us had, but that's it. We 
never had 


anything even resembling a real date.” 


“I'll talk to him the next time he's in,” Allan said. A slight 
frown 


crossed his face. “You know, he"s been ducking out early 
the last few 


days. Maybe we should call the police.” 


“Do you really think it"s that serious?” 


“I don't know if they"re going to be able to do anything, but 
you 


were concerned enough to drive all the way out here and 
talk to me. I"d 


feel better if | knew that there was someone looking out for 
you.” 


“I guess | could talk to Nathan.” 
“Who"s Nathan?” 
“Local cop.” 


“That might be a good idea. | just don"t want you to get 
hurt.” 


“Hurt?” Brad asked in alarm. “How did we jump to me 
getting 


hurt?” 
“I have a low panic threshold,” Allan replied. “I tend to go 


straight to the most horrible outcome.” 
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“Wow. That"s not exactly a good quality.” 


“I know. It tends to get me into some trouble. Plus, after a 
while, 


it tends to make people roll their eyes.” Allan leaned back in 
his chair 


and smiled at Brad. There was a fond look in his eyes. “I like 
you, 


Brad. You"re a good guy.” 


“Thanks, Allan. | have to say, except for the whole Dwight 
thing, 


| really enjoyed working for you.” 


“Same here. You"re really good at your job, Brad. I"ve 
actually 


recommended you to a few people | know who were looking 
for 


someone to make web pages for them.” 


“Really?” Brad asked in surprise. He knew that he was good 
at 


his job, but he"d never had anyone recommend him before. 
At least not 


that he knew about. 


Allan laughed. “Yes, really. You"re one of the best web 
designers 


that I"ve ever met.” 


“Thanks,” Brad repeated. He could feel a slight blush 
forming on 


his face. He wasn't really used to compliments. 
“People don't tell you that you do good work very often, do 
they?” There was a small grin on Allan's face. 


“Not really. | don"t usually see the people | do web pages for 
once 


the web pages are done.” Brad ran a hand through his hair 
and gave 


Allan a sheepish smile. 
“I"m glad | get to be an exception.” 
“Me too.” 


“You know, if you"re ever in the city and want to talk— 
hopefully 


about something other than crazy employees who are 
stalking you— 


feel free to stop by. I"m usually here.” 
“Thanks, Allan.” 


“Do you have to head back right away, or do you have time 
to get 


some lunch?” 


“I"ve got a few more things | need to do before | head 
home. | 


think | can fit in time for some lunch.” 
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“Great. | can tell you all about how the website has 
increased 


business. Oh! And I can tell you all about the crazy guy who 
wanted to 


order two thousand soccer balls and a tennis racket.” Allan 
got to his 


feet with a grin. 


“Wow. That sounds like an interesting story,” Brad 
commented. 


He followed Allan out of the office with a small smile on his 
face. He 


had come to the store to tell Allan about Dwight, but he 
wasn"t going to 


turn down a lunch offer from someone who was concerned 
about his 


safety and was possibly a friend in the making. 


Plus, he really wanted to hear the story about the soccer 
balls and 


the tennis racket. 


PATRICK stood nervously in the middle of the room. He 
scanned the 


room to make sure that everything was just the way he 
wanted it. There 


were snacks on the table. A blanket was on the couch. A 
selection of 


DVDs had been placed next to the snacks. All of the remotes 
were 


lined up in a row—which was weird since he only really 
needed the 


universal remote. Everything was ready for movie night with 
Cam. 


Everything except Patrick. 


Patrick was going to tell his best friend that he was moving 
to 


Alberta. 
There was a distinct possibility that he was going to be ill. 


“I can do this,” Patrick muttered to himself. “It"s just Cam. | 
can 


do this.” 


Bingo padded over to him and nudged his hand with her 
head. 


Patrick smiled and scratched her head. Bingo had been 
incredibly 


happy to see him when he got home, which had made him 
feel 


incredibly guilty. He was going to have to talk to Jeremy 
about what he 


would need to do to take Bingo with him when he moved. 
He hoped 


that she would adjust to the move. 


There was a brief knock on the front door before it opened. 
“Pat?” 


“In here, Shutterbug,” Patrick called. He gave Bingo a final 


scratch before he turned around. He smiled as he spotted 
Cam'"s tousled 


hair. “What"s with the hair?” 


Bethany Brown and Ashlyn Kane 


“I had a hat on. It"s getting cold outside.” 


“It"s December, Cam. It does get cold in the winter. There 
might 


even be snow tomorrow.” 


“I don"t like it and | hate snow.” Cam gave Patrick a quick 
kiss 


before brushing past him, sitting on the couch, and pulling 
the blanket 


over his lap. “You don"t like the cold either.” 
“I know.” 


“You"re going to freeze your ass off when you move to 
Alberta.” 


“| kn—” Patrick stared at the back of Cam"s head in shock. 
He 


kept staring until Cam turned around to look at him. 
“Close your mouth, Pat. You look like a fish.” 


Patrick closed his mouth so quickly that he felt and heard 
his teeth 


clack together. “What did you just say?” 

“That you look like a fish?” 

“No, before that.” 

“That you"re going to freeze when you move to Alberta?” 


“Yeah, that one. Who told you that | was moving to 
Alberta?” 


Patrick was more confused than he ever remembered being. 
The only 


person he had talked to about his plan to move to Alberta 
was Asher, 


and Cam and Asher had never even met. At least not that 
he knew of. 


Patrick was pretty sure he would have remembered that. 


“Come sit down,” Cam instructed. Patrick walked around the 


couch and sat next to Cam. Cam tossed part of the blanket 
over his lap, 


keeping most of it for himself. “No one told me, Patrick.” 
“Then how did you know?” 
“Patrick, you are my best friend. Hell, you"re family. | know 


you.” Cam reached out and cupped his cheek. “I saw the 
way that you 


looked at him. Do you love him?” 


Patrick had to swallow around the lump in his throat before 
he 


could talk. “Yes, | love him.” 
“Have you told him?” 


“Yes.” Patrick felt a blush heat his cheeks as Cam smiled at 
him. 


Broken Wings 
199 


“Then there is no way that you'll be able to live this far 
away 


from him. It'll kill you.” 


“But what am | going to do without you?” Patrick asked 
softly. 


Cam had been there for every important moment in his life. 
The month 


he had spent in Alberta had been the longest they had gone 
without 


seeing each other. Cam was the first person he went to 
when he needed 


someone to just tell him that everything was going to be 
fine. Patrick 


honestly didn"t know what he was going to do without Cam 
being right 


there. 


“You"re not going to be without me, Pat. You can call 
anytime 


that you want.” 


Patrick sighed and pulled the shorter man into his arms, 
tucking 


Cam"s head under his chin. “But it won"t be the same.” 


“I know, but you"ll have Brad. And Julian will be there. 
You"re 


not going to be alone, Patrick.” Cam wrapped an arm 
around Patrick's 


waist and gave him a squeeze. He settled in Patrick"s arms, 
allowing 


Patrick to cuddle him. Patrick tightened his hold. He knew 
that he had 


to be holding Cam a bit tighter than was comfortable, but 
Cam simply 


returned the pressure. Cam"s easy acceptance of his needs 
was one of 


the things that Patrick loved about him. 


“It"s just going to be weird knowing that if | want to see you 
Il 


have to get on a plane.” 


“I'll visit. And you"Il get so many phone calls and e-mails 
that 


you'll be sick of me.” 


“IIl never be sick of you,” Patrick replied. He pressed a kiss 
to 


the top of Cam"s head. “You know that | love you, right?” 


“I know. | love you too.” Cam shifted in his arms, causing 
Patrick 


to loosen his grip. “So, are we going to watch a movie or are 
we going 


to continue to be big saps?” 


“How about both? | don"t think I"m going to be able to let 
you go 


anytime soon.” 


He felt Cam"s smile against his chest. “Contact whore.” 


“You know it.” 


“Want me to stay here tonight?” 


200 


Bethany Brown and Ashlyn Kane 


“I'd like that. Jeremy won"t mind?” 


“He packed me an overnight bag. | think he suspected that 
we 


might have a serious conversation that would lead to you 
needing a 


cuddle.” 
“Your boyfriend is a smart man.” 
“And yours is one hell of a lucky guy.” Cam pulled out of 


Patrick"s arms and stretched. “So, what are we going to 
watch?” 


“| pulled some movies. Why don"t you pick?” Patrick leaned 
back 


against the couch as Cam looked over the selection of 
movies that he 


had put out on the table. He used one of his hands to rub 
the back of his 


neck. Now that the tension he had been feeling about telling 
Cam about 


the move was gone, his neck was sore. 


“What about this one?” Cam asked. He turned back to 
Patrick 


holding Empire Records in his hand. “We haven"t watched it 
ina 


while.” 

“Sounds good to me.” 

“Well, are you going to put it in the player?” 

“Why do I have to do it?” 

“It"s your house.” Cam's eyes suddenly widened. “Holy shit! 
What are you going to do about the house?” 


Patrick climbed to his feet, picked the DVD out of Cam"s 
hand 


and headed to the player. “I haven"t thought that far ahead. 
| still need 


to tell Brad that | want to move to Alberta.” 
“I don"t think he"s going to mind.” 


Patrick grinned at him. “Neither do I.” Patrick put the DVD in 
the 


player before joining Cam on the couch once again. He 
picked up the 


remote before he pulled Cam back into his arms. “I think | 
want to 


build us a house.” 
“Really?” 
“Yeah.” 


“Let me guess. Your piano won't fit in Brad"s house.” Cam 
tilted 


his head back and grinned at him. 
“Think you"re funny, don"t you?” 
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“I"m right, aren"t 1?” 


Patrick laughed. “Yes, but that"s not the reason | want to 
build us 


a house. | want a place that can just be ours.” 


“You"ll need to talk to Brad before you start making any 
plans. | 


don"t want you to push him.” 
“| won't.” 
“Good, it would be horrible if you sent him screaming for the 


hills.” 


“There aren't any hills in his part of Alberta.” 

“Then you should be safe.” 

“When did you turn into such a smartass?” 

“About the same time you turned into a love-struck fool.” 
“Don"t make me hit you just when | got all comfy,” Patrick 


remarked. He kissed Cam"s messy hair as Cam chuckled in 
his arms. 


Patrick simply held him close and inhaled his scent. He was 
going to 


have to store up on best-friend scent. “I"ll miss this.” 
“You haven't left yet. Now shut up and turn on the movie.” 
Patrick laughed softly. “Yes, boss.” He pressed play on the 


remote then leaned back against the couch. Cam shifted 
until he was 


comfortable, and Patrick wrapped his arms around his waist. 
There was 


a small thump at the end of the couch as Bingo made 
herself 


comfortable in the small space that Cam and Patrick had 
left. 


Patrick ran his hand along Cam's arm as the movie started. 
They 


had been having movie night every week since they were 
twelve. It was 


such a part of his life that he wasn"t sure how he would 
handle it not 


being there. Maybe he and Brad could find a night to do 
something 


with Jack and Julian? 


Of course he had to talk to Brad about moving to Alberta 
first. 


That was a conversation that he was both looking forward to 
and 


dreading. He was Starting to feel sick again. 
“Stop worrying.” 
“How do you know that | was worrying?” 


“You're squeezing my arm.” 
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“Sorry.” Patrick released his grip and rubbed the section of 
Cam'"s 


arm that he had been gripping. “I"m scared.” 


“I know, but you don"t need to be.” 


“Why? "m 


“I could see the love in his eyes when he was here. 
Everything 


will be fine.” 

“You sound sure.” 
“Iam sure.” 
“Why?” 


“Because you deserve to be happy. Now shut up and watch 
the 


movie.” Cam grabbed his still-moving hand and linked their 
fingers, 


effectively stopping Patrick"s nervous touching. Patrick 
forced himself 


to relax as the movie progressed. He was watching a movie 
with his 


best friend. The rest would sort itself out. 


CHAPTER, 


ae 
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Chapter 16 


PATRICK signed his name at the bottom of the sheet of 
paper. “Done,” 


he announced, closing the folder that the paper was in. 


“Good job. Want a cookie?” Justine asked. She had finished 
her 


paperwork earlier and had been taunting Patrick while he 
did his. 


“Do you have a cookie for me?” 
“No.” 
“False advertising, Sparky. | should arrest you for that.” 


“Then you'd have to fill out more paperwork.” Justine sat on 
the 


edge of his desk. Patrick watched as a small frown crossed 
her face. 


“That does not look like the paperwork for the case we just 
finished.” 


“it"s not.” 
“What is it?” 


“Request forms for a leave of absence,” Patrick answered. 
He sat 


back in his chair and waited for Justine"s reaction. He 
wasn"t sure if he 


was going to get thoughtful questions or fireworks. Justine"s 
Irish 


temper tended to make conversations unpredictable. 
“Why?” 
Patrick looked into her eyes and saw nothing but concern. It 


looked like thoughtful questions had won. “I have some stuff 
| need to 


figure out.” 


“I thought you'd already decided that you were going to 
move to 


Alberta to be with Brad?” 
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“| have. | still need to talk to Brad about it, but that"s not 
what | 


need the time off for.” 
“Then why are you taking time off?” 


“Because I"m trying to figure out what I"m going to do with 
my 


life.” 


“I"m not sure I"m following you.” Justine gave him a small, 
Slightly confused smile. 


“I don't know if | want to be a cop anymore,” Patrick 
admitted. 


He sighed, leaned back in his chair, and ran a hand over his 
face. When 


he looked back up, Justine was staring at him in concern. 
“Are you serious?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Wow.” Justine gave him a contemplative look. “It"s weird to 
think of you as something other than a cop.” 


“I know.” Patrick groaned and dropped his head onto his 
desk. “l 


don"t know if | can be anything else.” Fingers in his hair 
caused Patrick 


to look up. There was a fond look tinged with a hint of 
exasperation on 


Justine"s face. 
“You can do anything that you put your mind to.” 
“That was a very mom thing to say.” 


Justine smacked his shoulder. “I am a mom, and sometimes 
you 


make me think that you"re one of my children.” 
“I"m not as bad as Daniel.” 


“You whine more than he does,” Justine said with a laugh. 
She 


gave Patrick another soft smile. “Seriously, Patrick, you"re a 
smart guy. 


You can do whatever you put your mind to.” 
“You really think so?” 


“I know so.” Justine used her fingers to lift Patrick"s head up 
and 


pressed a kiss to his forehead. 

“Thanks, Sparky.” 

“Anything for you, partner.” 

“I should go and give this paperwork to the captain.” 
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“When are you leaving?” 

“Friday.” 

“That's in two days. Were you planning on telling me or just 


dropping Bingo off on my doorstep?” 


“I was going to tell you at dinner tonight,” Patrick replied. 
He had 


family dinner night with Justine, Keegan, and Daniel every 
other 


Wednesday. “And I"m taking Bingo with me this time.” 


“You're taking Bingo? How long are you going to be gone 
for?” 


“At least until after the holidays. That"s why I"m taking 
Bingo. | 


don"t want her to think that | don"t want her. Jeremy even 
gave hera 


checkup and made sure that all of her paperwork was in 
order.” 


“Does Brad know that you"re coming?” 


“Of course he does. He even knows that I"m bringing Bingo 
with 


me.” Patrick grinned at her. “He was all excited about 
buying dog 


stuff.” 
“Sounds like you found yourself a keeper.” 


“I have and there is no way in hell that I"m going to let him 
get 


away.” Patrick stood, kissed Justine on the cheek, and 
grabbed the 


papers off of his desk. “I"ve got to go and hand these in. I"Il 
see you at 


dinner?” 


“Don"t be late. Oh, and bring Bingo with you. Daniel likes to 
play 


with her.” 


“You know that you"re probably going to have to get Daniel 
a 


dog when | move, right?” 


“I could just start taking him to Cam"s. Cam has a dog,” 
Justine 


replied with a grin. Patrick shook his head with a laugh and 
continued 


on his way to the captain"s office. He knocked on the door 
before 


opening it and stepping inside. Captain Hanson was just 
hanging up the 


phone as Patrick closed the door. 
“I"ve got the paperwork for the leave of absence.” 
“Patrick, could you sit down for a minute?” Captain Hanson 


requested. He motioned toward one of the chairs in front of 
his desk. 


Patrick was starting to get concerned. The captain never 
called him by 


his first name. 
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“What"s going on?” 

“I just got off the phone with my son.” 

“How is Nathan?” 


A faint smile crossed his face. “He's fine.” The smile 
disappeared 


as he took a deep breath. “He called to tell me about your 
boyfriend.” 


Nathan called about Brad? Patrick felt the bottom drop out 
of his 


stomach. “What did Nathan have to say about Brad?” 
“He was attacked.” 


The room went fuzzy. Brad had been attacked? Dark spots 
began 


to dance around the edge of his field of vision. 
“Patrick? Patrick! You need to breathe!” 


Staring at his captain"s blurry but suddenly close face, 
Patrick 


forced himself to take a breath. He hadn"t realized that he 
had stopped 


breathing. Patrick took a few more deep breaths before his 
captain"s 


face lost its concerned look. “Is Brad all right?” 
“He's fine. Maybe | should have led with that?” 


A somewhat hysterical laugh left Patrick's lips. “That might 
have 


been a good idea. What happened?” 


“Some guy named Dwight Richards tried to grab him in front 
of 


his house. From what Nathan told me, the guy got in a lucky 
punch 


before your boy laid him flat.” 


Patrick felt his jaw drop open in shock. “Are you fucking 
kidding 


me? That little shit jumped Brad?” 

“I take it you"ve met him?” 

“Yeah. Actually, | punched him in the face the last time | saw 
him.” 

“Well, apparently he"s been stalking your boyfriend.” 


“Shit. They caught him, right?” Patrick had succeeded in 
getting 


his breathing under control, but he couldn"t get his hands to 
stop 


Shaking. The thought of Brad being attacked made him 
nauseous. All 


he wanted to do was call Brad. Everything would be better if 
he could 


just hear his lover"s voice. 
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A slightly embarrassed expression crossed Hanson's face. 
“Well, 


they had him.” 
“They had him? What do you mean haa?” 
Captain Hanson sighed and ran a hand over his face. “He 


somehow managed to get himself released and then they 
lost him.” 


“Lost him? How could they lose him?” Patrick demanded. 
“It"s a 


Small town in Alberta! There"s not really anywhere to hide.” 
“Son, | don"t know. It"s not like | was there.” 


Hearing the slightly annoyed tone in his boss's voice, 
Patrick 


slumped in his chair. He gave Captain Hanson a weak smile. 
“Sorry, 


Cap.” 
“It"s fine, Patrick. | understand your feelings on this one.” 


Captain Hanson picked up the folder full of forms that 
Patrick had 


placed on his desk. “Is this the paperwork for your leave of 
absence?” 


“Yes.” Patrick watched as the other man flipped through the 
papers. 
“Do you know when you"re coming back?” 


“I"m not sure if | am. I"m seriously considering moving to 
Alberta 


permanently.” 
“Are you going to transfer?” 
“That's what I"m trying to decide.” 


“Good luck with your decision,” Hanson offered. “It"s a hard 
one 


to make, so make sure that you give it a lot of thought.” 
“Thanks.” 


“I can see you twitching, Patrick. Go and call your boyfriend. 
Il 


see you when you get back.” 


“Thanks, Cap.” Patrick got to his feet and reached across 
the desk 


to shake Hanson's hand. “I"ve really enjoyed working with 
you.” 


“You're a good cop, Patrick.” 


“Thanks,” Patrick replied. He nodded at his boss then left 
the 


office. He gave Justine a small wave as he hurried out of the 
building. 


Once he was outside, Patrick pulled his cell phone out and 
hit speed 


dial for Brad. 
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“Hello?” 

“God, Angel, are you okay?” 

“Patrick?” 


“Not funny, Angel. | just heard that you were attacked by 
your 


stalker. Why didn"t you tell me that Dwight was stalking 
you?” 


“Shit. Who tattled?” 


“Nathan. My captain just told me that my boyfriend was 
attacked. 


Now, tell me if you"re okay.” 
“I"m fine, sugar. It"s just a black eye.” 
Patrick breathed out a sigh of relief. “Thank God.” Patrick 


slumped back against the wall of the building. “Don't do shit 
like this 


to me, Angel.” 
“I"m sorry.” 
“Were you planning on telling me about it?” 


“I was going to tell you about it when you got here on 
Friday.” 


“You're sure that you"re fine?” 
“Patrick, I"ve been hurt worse playing hockey. Speaking of 
which, | need to go and get ready for hockey.” 


“I should go home and finish packing. I"ve got to make sure 
that 


all of Bingo's stuff is ready to go.” 


“I can't wait for you to get here.” 


“Neither can I. And make sure that you lock your doors. | 
don"t 


want Dwight sneaking into the house.” 


“I will. And Nathan said that he would drive by the house 
every 


now and then while he"s on shift.” 


“Good. That makes me feel better.” Patrick smiled at the 
phone. 


“| love you, Angel.” 
“I love you too. See you on Friday.” 


“Friday,” Patrick repeated. He flipped his phone closed with 
a 


small smile. Now that he had talked to Brad, he felt calmer. 
He leaned 


against the wall and took a moment to think about going to 
Alberta. He 
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knew that there were going to be some problems—the only 
person he 


had ever lived with was Cam—but he was looking forward to 
trying. 


He wanted Brad in his life. 


And he would do whatever it took to make that happen. 


BRAD let his head rest against the passenger window of 
Julian"s car. 


The cold glass felt wonderful on his bruised skin. A rather 
vigorous 


night of hockey had transformed his black eye into a bruised 
face. In 


retrospect, playing hockey had been a really stupid idea. Of 
course, he 


also should have taken the day off after the pummeling he 
had taken. 


Shifting, Brad winced. Everything hurt. Replacing bulbs in 
the 


Christmas lights at Brenda"s had been a really dumb idea. 
He really 


should have known better than to get up on a ladder in the 
snow. 


“You okay?” Julian asked. 

“I hurt.” 

“Falling will do that.” 

“Thanks for giving me a ride back from the hospital, Julian.” 


“Not a problem.” One of Julian"s hands left the wheel and 
fiddled 


with one of the dials on the console. Brad sighed happily as 
the heat 


increased and closed his eyes. He let the soft sounds of the 
radio wash 


over him. The pain meds they had given him at the hospital 
were 


starting to wear off. All of his hurts were coming up and he 
couldn't 


figure out what hurt the most. So far the broken wrist was 
winning. 


The rest of the trip was a blur. He could hear Julian singing 
along 


with the radio. A slight smile crossed his face when the 
tapping started. 


It seemed as though Julian didn"t like driving in a silent car. 
Brad was 


so much in his own world that he was actually surprised 
when the car 


stopped moving. 
“Um, Brad?” 


“We here?” Brad fumbled for his sunglasses when a brief lift 
of 


his eyelids caused pain. Too bright. 


“Yeah, but there seems to be a dog on your porch.” 
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“What's it doing?” 

“Looking at me.” 

“Are you doing something interesting?” 

“I"m just sitting in the car, Brad.” 


Making sure that his sunglasses were firmly over his eyes, 
Brad 


Slowly raised his lids. His open eyes landed on the German 
Shepherd 


sitting on his porch staring at the car. “Bingo.” 


“What?” Julian asked. Brad barely heard him. When he saw 
his 


front door open, Brad opened the car door and lurched into 
his lover's 


arms. Brad sighed in relief as Patrick"s arms closed around 
him. He 


always felt better in Patrick"s arms. 
“Angel? Are you okay?” 


Brad didn"t answer. He just burrowed closer to Patrick"s 
warmth. 


He felt Bingo rub against his legs, so he freed one hand to 
give hera 


scratch. Brad pressed his nose against Patrick"s neck. “God, 
you smell 


so good.” 


“Thanks, Angel. Ace, what"s wrong with him? | heard that 
there 


was one lucky punch.” Patrick's arms tightened around him. 
Brad 


sighed in pleasure as one of Patrick"s hands started to run 
through his 


hair. “This looks like more than one lucky punch.” 


“It was just a lucky punch. Then he had a rough night at 
hockey.” 


“And this?” 

Brad felt Patrick tap the cast on his left wrist. 
“He fell off the roof at Brenda's last night.” 
“What was he doing on the roof?” 


“Being an idiot,” Julian replied. “Do you want a hand getting 
him 


in the house?” 


“He on the good drugs?” 


“You smell really good,” Brad repeated. The pain was 
starting to 


be replaced by a swimming feeling. He was suddenly glad 
that Patrick 


was holding him. He wasn"t sure if he could stand on his 
own. 


“He"s coming off the good drugs. He"s probably starting to 
geta 


little woozy.” 
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“I think Julian has a good idea,” Brad stated. “I"m not sure | 
can 


stand if you let me go.” 
“Okay, then. Ace, you wanna grab his bad side?” 


“Sure thing,” Julian replied. Brad pulled away from Patrick 
and 


let Julian pull his injured arm over his shoulders. Supported 
between 


the two men, Brad made it into his house. The two men 
deposited him 


on the couch. 


“Let's get your shoes off, baby,” Patrick murmured. Brad 


watched as his lover pulled off his shoes. Bingo settled 
herself on the 


couch next to Brad and put her head in his lap. Brad lifted 
his hand and 


stroked her head. “Looks like someone missed you.” 

“I missed her too.” 

“Did you miss anyone other than the dog?” 

Brad grinned at his lover. “Did someone else miss me?” 
“Maybe.” There was a smile on Patrick"s face. 


“The two of you are kind of sickening,” Julian said. He 
stopped in 


front of Brad, holding a glass of water in one hand and some 
pills in the 


other. “Take these.” 
“What are they?” 
“Just some Advil. They should take the edge off of the pain.” 


“Thanks,” Brad replied. He took the offered items and 
downed 


the pills. When he finished, he handed the glass back to 
Julian. “I feel 


like crap.” 


“Falling off a roof will do that to you. Why don"t you just sit 
here 


while | tell Patrick what he needs to know to take care of 
you?” 


“He already takes care of me.” 


“I"m sure he does,” Julian replied. He gave Brad"s knee a 
tap 


before leaving the room. Brad watched as he dragged 
Patrick with him. 


He could hear their voices coming from the kitchen, but he 
couldn't 


bring himself to care about what they were discussing— 
even though he 


was pretty sure that they were talking about him. With 
Bingo curled up 


at his side, Brad let his mind drift. 


He could feel the dull ache of his bruised ribs. His left wrist 
was 


like a ball of pain attached to his arm. His face hurt and all 
of the aches 
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from hockey were making themselves known. It was not 
how he had 


been planning on spending his first night with Patrick in 
town. Brad"s 


Original plan had involved a lot of physical activity. Naked 
physical 


activity. Now all he wanted was to go to bed. Maybe after a 
bath. Those 


weren't exactly sexy ways to spend the evening. 


The sound of his front door closing jerked Brad out of his 
stupor. 


He smiled when he felt fingers in his hair and tilted his head 
back to see 


his lover standing over him. “Did Julian leave?” 

“Yes. He told me that you made a mess of yourself, Angel.” 
“It wasn"t all my fault.” 

“Really?” 


“Gravity had some involvement,” Brad replied. He grinned 
when 


he felt lips on his forehead. 
“How about I run you a bath?” 
“That would make you the most amazing boyfriend ever.” 


“Good to know.” Patrick pressed another kiss to his head. 
“Stay 


here with Bingo while | go get the bath ready.” 


“Thanks, sugar.” Brad smiled at Patrick as the attractive 
man 


walked out of the room. My boyfriend is amazing. 


Brad sighed and closed his eyes. He let his hand run 
absently over 


Bingo as he waited for Patrick to come back. He hated being 
alone 


when he was hurt. Just knowing that someone else was in 
the house 


was helping him to relax. Brad had actually been debating 
calling 


Graham to come and stay with him until Patrick arrived. 
Thankfully, he 


hadn't needed to do that. Graham tended to mock him 
when he was 


injured. 
“Your bath"s ready, Angel. You need a hand getting up?” 


“I think that might be a good idea.” Brad opened his eyes, 
Sat up, 


and held out a hand to his lover. Strong fingers gripped his 
hand and 


Slowly pulled him to his feet. Once he was standing, Patrick 
wrapped 


an arm around his waist. Brad leaned against his lover's 
strength as 


they made their way to the stairs. By the time they reached 
the 


bathroom, Brad was panting with pain and exertion. “I hurt 
everywhere.” 
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“Falling off a roof will do that to you. Come on, let"s get your 
shirt off.” 

“You know, | usually feel sexier when you undress me.” 


“That's good to know. Lift your arms,” Patrick instructed. 
Brad 


looked into Patrick"s green eyes and raised his arms until 
the pain 


stopped him. He stood completely still as his lover gently 
removed his 


shirt. Once the shirt was out of the way, Patrick pushed his 
pants and 


boxers down his legs. Brad stepped out of his pants, 
surprised to find 


that he wasn"t wearing any socks. He didn"t remember 
taking them off. 


Brad looked from his bare feet to his smirking lover. He gave 
Patrick a 


faint smile as he stepped closer to his fully clothed lover. 
“You going to join me in the tub?” 

“No.” 

“No? Why not?” 


“Your tub isn't big enough for both of us. Get in the tub, 
Angel.” 


Brad slowly stepped into the tub. He moaned in pleasure as 
he 


settled in the steaming water. The temperature that Patrick 
had the 


water at would have normally been too hot for Brad, but it 
felt 


wonderful on his battered body. As the water soothed him, 
Brad closed 


his eyes and let his mind go blank. He could feel Patrick"s 
hands on 


him and he simply let his lover move him in whatever way 
he wanted. 


When Patrick started to wash his hair, Brad moaned in 
pleasure and 


nearly melted into the tub. 
“Like that?” 


“You're really good at that.” 


“One of my best friends is a hairdresser. She tends to give 
tips.” 


“Feels amazing,” Brad murmured. By the time that Patrick 
had 


finished washing him, Brad was almost asleep in the tub. 
Patrick had 


even wrapped a plastic bag around his cast and had been 
careful to keep 


it out of the water. Brad had felt him press a kiss to the skin 
above the 


bag after he had tied it in place. The sound of the water 
draining from 


the tub jolted Brad from the light doze he was in. 
“Okay, love, time to get out of the tub.” 


“Do | have to?” 
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“Yes,” Patrick replied with a laugh. “Give me your hand, and 
Il 


help you up so you don"t fall.” 


“I think | can get out of the tub without hurting myself.” 


“You fell off of a roof, Angel. Just let me help you.” 
“I guess | can live with that,” Brad answered. He held out his 


hand and allowed his lover to pull him out of the tub. He 
was surprised 


when he found himself wrapped in a warm towel. Brad 
didn"t 


remember Patrick leaving the room, but he didn"t have a 
towel warmer 


in the bathroom, so his lover must have left. The towel was 
a nice 


touch. Brad felt warm and relaxed. 
“Feel better?” 
“Mmm hmm.” Brad leaned forward, rested his head against 


Patrick"s shoulder, and closed his eyes with a sigh. “Tired 
now.” 


“Then let"s get you into bed.” Patrick wrapped his arm 
around 


Brad"s waist and headed out of the bathroom. Brad leaned 
against 


Patrick and let his lover move him through the house. He 
dropped onto 


his bed with a yawn. “Do you want pajamas or do you just 
want to get 


under the covers?” 


“Į just want to sleep.” 
“Okay, lift up,” Patrick instructed. Brad followed his lover's 


instructions and soon found himself snuggled under the 
covers. He 


watched as Patrick left the room with his discarded towel. A 
moment 


later, he heard the shower start in the bathroom. As he 
waited for 


Patrick to finish his shower and come back, Bingo came into 
the room. 


She hopped onto the bed and settled herself at his feet. 
Brad smiled and 


gave her side a small nudge with his foot. Bingo wagged her 
tail. 


“I missed you too,” Brad murmured. He was rewarded with 


another tail wag from Bingo. Brad was about to ask her what 
she 


thought about the house, but then realized that he was 
attempting to 


have a conversation with a dog. “I think my head is still 
fuzzy.” 


Thankfully, Bingo didn"t answer him. Brad carefully rolled 
onto 


his side, being sure to move his arm slowly. The last thing 
he wanted to 


do was to smack his broken wrist on the side of the bed. 
Once he was 


comfortable, Brad settled into a light doze. He was only 
partially aware 


of the water turning off and the light in the room going out. 
When the 
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bed dipped behind him and strong arms wrapped around his 
waist, Brad 


murmured happily and shifted until he could feel Patrick"s 
chest 


pressed all along his back. 
“You good, Angel?” 
“I"m great. What about you? It"s like the middle of the day.” 


“Don"t worry about me. We'll have a nice nap, and I"Il make 
you 


dinner when you wake up.” 
“| love you.” 
“I love you too. Get some sleep, Angel.” 


“Okay.” Brad let his entire body relax as he felt a kiss 
pressed to 


the back of his head. With Patrick"s arms holding him close, 
Brad let 


himself drift into dreamland. 


A WET nose pressed against Patrick"s cheek, followed by a 
lick. He 


raised one hand and batted at the canine head poking at 
him. His 


actions resulted in another lick to his cheek. Patrick 
grumbled and 


opened his eyes. Bingo was standing on the bed near the 
edge. 


“You need to go out, don"t you?” Patrick muttered. Bingo 
wagged 


her tail and hopped off of the bed. Patrick sighed. He was 
going to have 


to get up. He gave the sleeping man in his arms a soft kiss 
before 


Slowly pulling his arms away from Brad"s body. Patrick rolled 
out of 


the bed and reached for his jeans. He pulled them on, then 
tucked the 


covers around Brad. Noting a slight shiver in his lover's 
frame, Patrick 


turned on the electric blanket. 


Patrick yawned and rubbed his eyes as he walked out of the 
room. 


He managed to navigate his way through Brad"s house 
without 


bumping into anything—which was surprising since he 
tended to walk 


into things in his own house when he was tired. He opened 
the back 


door to let Bingo out, shivering when the cold air touched 
his skin. 


Patrick was beginning to think he should have put a shirt on 
before 


letting the dog out. Thankfully, Bingo did not take long. She 
stood 


patiently on the mat while Patrick hunted up a towel to wipe 
off her 


feet. It was at times like this that Patrick was thankful that 
she was so 


well-trained. 
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Once he had Bingo dried off, Patrick took a look at the clock. 
It 


was getting close to dinnertime. Patrick was pretty sure that 
the hospital 


had kept Brad up for most of the night before—so the rest 
was a good 


thing—but he wanted to get some food in his lover. He 
headed into the 


kitchen and pulled open the fridge. He was in the middle of 
piling 


ingredients on the counter when he heard his phone start to 
ring. Patrick 


dropped a red pepper on the counter before lunging for his 
phone. 


Thankfully, he had left the phone in the kitchen when he 
had arrived. 


“Hawkins.” 

“How was your flight?” Cam asked. 
“Not bad.” 

“No annoying children on the flight?” 


“Not this time,” Patrick replied. He left the kitchen and 
headed 


for the carry-on he had left by the door. He wanted the 
hands-free 


headset so he could keep cooking while he talked to Cam. 
“However, 


there was this woman who yelped every time that we hit 
turbulence.” 


“Did you have a lot of turbulence?” 


“No.” Patrick quickly hooked up his located hands-free. “l 
was 


hoping that we would. | really wanted to know if she would 
pass out if 


it got really bad.” 

“You are an evil man.” 

“I try. So, what"s up, Shutterbug?” 

“Jeremy wanted to know how Bingo handled the flight.” 


Patrick laughed. “Of course he was worried about the dog 
and not 


me. Bingo is fine.” 


“Good. And why would we worry about you? You"re going to 
see 


Brad.” 

“Point taken. The one you should be worried about is Brad.” 
“What"s wrong with Brad?” 

“He fell off the roof of the bar where he works.” 


“Shit! Is he okay? What was he doing on the roof?” 


“He"s got a broken wrist, some bruised ribs, and a whole lot 
of 


bruises. Apparently he was changing bulbs on the Christmas 
lights.” 
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“Okay, | guess that is an understandable reason to be ona 
roof 


during winter. Did he get all the bulbs changed before he 
fell?” 


“| don't have the full story yet. He was a little woozy when 
he got 


home, so I put him to bed.” 

“Your boyfriend is a klutz.” 

“Says the man who nearly set his own darkroom on fire.” 
“That wasn"t my fault!” 


“You were the only one there. Unless you plan on blaming it 
on 


the cat.” 


“Puddles is evil. | think she just didn"t like those pictures | 
had of 


other cats.” 


Patrick paused in the middle of chopping up the red pepper. 
“Are 


you seriously blaming your cat?” 
“If you want | can blame you.” 


“Go right ahead and blame the cat.” Patrick finished with 
the 


pepper and turned his attention to the cut-up chicken he 
had tossed ina 


Skillet. It was just about time to add the barbeque sauce. 
Patrick picked 


up the bottle of sauce and scowled at it. “Ew. Store bought.” 
“What did you just say?” 

“I"m making stir-fry with store-bought barbeque sauce.” 
“Why?” 

“It"s the only type that Brad had in the house.” 

“I guess you'll have to make him some.” 


“Think that would make a good Christmas present for Julian 
and 


Jack? | could make up a really big batch.” 


“I once caught Julian going through the kitchen cupboards 
at two 


in the morning looking for the recipe, so | think that would 
be a pretty 


Safe bet.” 


“Okay. Sauce it is.” Patrick tossed the vegetables he had 
chopped 


into the skillet and added the bottled barbeque sauce. He 
made a face as 


he poured the sauce in the skillet. He hated store-bought 
sauce, but he 


didn"t have the time or ingredients to make any of his own 
before Brad 


woke up. 
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Cam"s laughter flooded over the line. “I can practically hear 
you 


pouting over the phone.” 


“Oh shut it. You"d do the same thing if someone handed you 
a 


disposable camera.” 


“Yes, but I"m a photographer. You"re a cop with a rather 
bizarre 


attachment to homemade barbeque sauce.” 


“It"s not a bizarre attachment.” 
“Pat, you once dumped a guy because he didn"t like your 
barbeque sauce.” 


“Well, he was obviously insane. And | busted him a month 
later 


for drug possession, so he"s not really a good example.” 
“You have an excuse for everything.” 

“Says the man who just blamed a fire on his cat.” 

“Hey, I"m an artist. I"m allowed to be odd.” 


“Who said you were an artist?” Patrick grinned into the 
phone as 


he gave the stir-fry a toss. 


“Mean. You"re not exactly a nice person when your 
boyfriend is 


injured.” 
“I"m nice to the people who count.” 
“Wow. Harsh.” 


“Come on, Shutterbug. You know that if | suddenly started 
being 


nice to you all the time you"d think that there was 
something wrong 


with me.” 


“I"d think you were dying.” 
“See, you like it when I"m mean to you.” 
“I always knew that | had problems. Maybe | should see a 


therapist.” Cam"s deadpan delivery of that last line made 
Patrick laugh. 


“Now that's a sound that I like to hear.” 
“You always know how to make me laugh.” 
“Same for you. That"s what best friends do.” 
“You're the best, Cam.” 

“I know.” 
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“And so modest.” 

“Hey, | have to put up with your shit. | deserve a medal.” 
“Bastard.” 

“Slut.” 

“Bitch.” 


“Who are you talking to?” Brad asked. Patrick turned to see 
his 


lover standing in the kitchen rubbing his eyes with his good 
hand and 


wearing a pair of pajama pants. He looked ridiculously 
adorable for 


someone covered in bruises. 

“Sorry, Cam, | gotta go. Brad"s awake.” 
“Tell him | hope he feels better.” 

“Will do. Bye, Cam.” 


“Bye, Pat.” The sound of Cam hanging up the phone echoed 
over 


the line before Patrick disconnected the hands-free. He 
tossed his phone 


on the table before walking over to his lover and giving him 
a soft kiss. 


“Cam hopes that you feel better.” 


“That's nice of him.” Brad yawned and burrowed into 
Patrick"s 


arms. “It smells good in here.” 
“I made you dinner.” Patrick pulled away and pushed Brad 
toward one of the kitchen chairs. “Have a seat.” 


Patrick helped Brad into a chair before placing a kiss to the 
top of 


his head. He walked past the table and grabbed two plates 
out of the 


cupboard. He then rummaged around for some utensils. 


“What did you make for dinner?” 
“Chicken stir-fry. What do you want to drink?” 
“Is there any milk in the fridge?” 


“Let me check.” Patrick stuck his head in the fridge. “There 
IS 


milk.” Patrick poured them each a glass of milk, placed 
them on the 


table, then grabbed the two plates he had filled. He put the 
plates on the 


table before sitting down. “Dinner is served.” 
“This looks great, Patrick.” 


“We need to talk about your barbeque-sauce situation.” 
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Brad looked up with a bite of chicken in his mouth. He 
swallowed 


before he talked. “What"s wrong with my barbeque sauce?” 
“You bought it at a store.” 


“| do tend to buy groceries every once in a while.” 


“You should never buy barbeque sauce. I"Il make you some 
after 


| go to the grocery store.” 
“You're going to make me barbeque sauce?” 
“I make amazing barbeque sauce.” 


“Is this the barbeque sauce that Julian keeps trying to steal 
the 


recipe for?” 

“Yes.” 

“I"m looking forward to trying it.” 

“Eat your dinner, Angel.” Patrick grinned at his lover before 


digging into his own dinner. The store-bought sauce wasn"t 
that bad, 


but his was better. Patrick kept an eye on Brad while the 
younger man 


ate. He was eating slower than usual and didn"t seem to be 
eating as 


much as he normally did. Patrick assumed that he was still 
feeling a tad 


woozy from the drugs. 
“This was great, Pat, but | just can"t eat anymore,” Brad 


announced, pushing the plate away. He seemed to have 
eaten about 


two-thirds of the portion that Patrick had given him. 


“That's fine, Angel.” Patrick got to his feet, grabbed both 
plates, 


and headed to the counter. He packed up the leftovers and 
put them in 


the fridge. He was in the process of starting the dishes when 
he felt 


eyes on him. He turned to find Brad staring at him. “What 
are you 


looking at?” 
“You"re amazing.” 


“That's always nice to hear.” Patrick flashed his lover a 
smile. 


“I feel like | should be helping you.” 
“You can"t really wash dishes with a broken wrist, Angel.” 


“Why are you washing the dishes by hand? I have a 
dishwasher.” 


“I know, but the pan won"t fit and your cutting board is 
made out 


of wood.” 
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“I have a cutting board?” 


Patrick flung a dish towel at his lover"s head. “You are a pain 
in 


the ass.” 
“But you love me anyway.” 
“Damn straight.” 


“| could dry the dishes for you,” Brad offered, holding the 
towel 


that Patrick had thrown at him. 


“Why don"t you go and pick out a movie for us to watch? 
I"m 


almost done here anyway.” 


“I can do that.” Brad slowly pushed to his feet and shuffled 
out of 


the room. Patrick waited until Brad was out of the room 
before turning 


his attention back to the dishes. He quickly powered 
through the 


remaining items. When he made it into the other room, he 
found Brad 


on the couch with a blanket spread over his lap. Patrick sat 
next to his 


lover and waited while Brad settled in his arms. 


“So, what are we watching?” 


“The Sword in the Stone.” 


“We"re watching a cartoon?” Patrick teased. He grunted 
when 


Brad elbowed him in the stomach. 


“It"s my favorite movie, and | watch it when | don"t feel 
good.” 


“Hey, my favorite move is The Princess Bride.” 

“Really?” 

“Yes.” 

“I thought it would be /ndiana Jones.” 

“Because of the ringtone?” 

“Yep.” 

“Well, no. My favorite movie is The Princess Bride.” 

“Good to know.” Brad pressed play on the DVD remote then 


snuggled into Patrick"s chest. Patrick wrapped his arms 
around his 


lover and pulled him close. “Thank you for this, Pat.” 
“For what, Angel?” 


“For just being here.” 
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“I"m glad that | am here.” Patrick kissed the top of his 
lover's 


messy blond head. Patrick leaned back against the couch 
and turned his 


attention to the TV. He hadn't seen The Sword in the Stone 
in years. He 


was looking forward to it. Patrick smiled to himself. He had 
never 


imagined that he would spend an evening watching 
cartoons with his 


lover. 

“You"re not paying attention.” 

“Sorry, Angel.” 

“What were you thinking about?” 

“Just how much I"m going to enjoy this.” 


“Well, you"ll have to pay attention to enjoy it. No more 
thinking 


until the movie is over.” 


“Yes, boss,” Patrick replied. He pressed one last kiss to the 
top of 


Brad"s head before he turned his attention back to the 
movie. 


BRAD woke with a yawn and rolled over. Patrick was asleep 
next to 


him. His lover's brown hair was sticking up in spikes and his 
face was 


partially buried in a pillow. Brad thought he looked adorable. 
Resting lightly on his injured arm, Brad leaned forward and 


kissed Patrick's cheek. Patrick grunted and attempted to 
burrow farther 


into the pillows. Grinning, Brad did it again. This time 
Patrick's 


response included a whine. Brad kissed his way down 
Patrick"s neck 


and across his shoulder. He gave Patrick"s shoulder a small 
bite. 


“What are you doing?” 
“Morning, handsome.” 
“Go away. | wanna sleep more.” 


“Really? That"s too bad.” Brad moved until he was straddled 
over 


his lover's prone form. “I was planning on having my way 
with you.” 


“Hmm. | think | can be awake for that.” 


“I thought that might be your answer,” Brad replied. He 
used his 


feet to push the blankets to the foot of the bed, ignoring the 
Slight chill 


the air gave him. The blankets were just going to be in his 
way. Brad 


Broken Wings 
223 


put his weight on his left eloow instead of his wrist, which 
put him 


closer to Patrick"sS back than he had intended, but that 
wasn't 


necessarily a bad thing. Fully settled, Brad started to lick 
across his 


lover's back. 


Brad licked each number of the tattoo of Patrick"s badge 
number. 


His lover shuddered beneath him, making Brad wonder if his 
own 


tattoo would be as sensitive or if it was just a Patrick thing. 
Once he 


finished with the tattoo, Brad began placing sucking kisses 
down 


Patrick"s spine. 
“Are you leaving hickeys on my back?” 


Brad paused and lifted his head. “Maybe. Problem?” 


“No. No problem at all.” 


“Good,” Brad replied. He continued on his way down his 
lover's 


spine. When he reached Patrick"s lower back, Brad moved 
his head to 


one side and sunk his teeth into Patrick"s hip. Patrick 
moaned and 


squirmed beneath him. Brad repeated the bite on the other 
side of 


Patrick"s hip then sat back to admire his handiwork. He 
enjoyed the 


vivid love bites on his lover's skin. When Patrick started to 
shift on the 


bed, Brad pulled his hand back and gave his lover's ass a 
Swat. 


“Shit,” Patrick yelped softly. Giving his lover"s back a cheeky 


grin, Brad did it again. This time he was rewarded with a 
moan. 


“Seriously? You turn all kinky on me when | have a broken 
wrist?” 


Patrick snorted. “Like you didn"t know | was kinky. It looks 
like 


you tried to eat me.” 


“I didn"t know that you had eyes in the back of your head.” 


“I can imagine what you did to my back.” 
“You liked it.” 


“| did.” Patrick turned his head to look at Brad over his 
shoulder. 


“You going to get on with it or should | go back to sleep?” 


“Brat,” Brad remarked. He gave Patrick"s ass one last swat, 
then 


he leaned down once more and licked the mark that his 
hand had left. 


Patrick shuddered beneath his touch. 
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Brad dug his teeth into the meaty part of Patrick's ass. He 
worried 


the flesh between his teeth and sucked on it, pulling a large 
mark into 


existence. Patrick was whimpering, and Brad could feel his 
lover's hips 


thrusting against the bed. Brad released the bit of flesh and 
pulled his 


head back to study the mark. He pressed his fingers against 
the 


darkened spot, and Patrick shook beneath his touch. 


Brad reached for the lube as he tapped Patrick's hip. “Lift 
up, 


love.” 


Patrick lifted his hips, pulling his knees under him. Brad 
knelt up 


and ran a lubed finger around Patrick's hole. Patrick moved 
back in an 


attempt to get more friction. Brad obliged, slipping his finger 
inside his 


lover. He slowly began to stretch his lover while enjoying the 
sounds 


that Patrick was making. Brad loved how responsive Patrick 
was. As he 


added a second finger to the snug channel, Patrick rose up 
on his 


elbows and thrust back. Brad gently ran his casted hand 
over Patrick"s 


lower back as he inserted a third finger. 
“Angel, please.” 


“Hush.” Brad kissed Patrick"s lower back before he pulled 
his 


fingers out. It took some fumbling before he managed to get 
the 


condom on. Brad ran the extra lube over his erection before 
lining 


himself up with Patrick"s entrance. Patrick pushed back to 
meet him as 


he slid inside. 


Brad"s moan of pleasure echoed Patrick"s as his body 
pressed 


against the one beneath him. Brad leaned forward and 
draped himself 


over Patrick"s back. He nuzzled his lover's neck before 
placing a light 


nip to it. Patrick moaned and arched his back, causing their 
bodies to 


press together. Brad ran his hand down Patrick"s right arm 
and linked 


their fingers together. He felt Patrick shift beneath him to 
help him 


Support his weight without harming his broken wrist. 
“| love you, Patrick.” 
“I love you too. Now move,” Patrick instructed. His inner 


muscles clenched around Brad, causing both men to groan 
aloud. 


Taking his lover's instructions, Brad pulled out and slid back 
in. 


The pace he set was slow—his bruised body couldn"t handle 


fast—but he managed to hit Patrick"s prostate with every 
stroke. Brad 
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nibbled on his lover's neck as Patrick pushed back to meet 
his thrusts. 


He could feel his orgasm build as Patrick began to shake 
beneath him. 


The shaking was normally a sign that Patrick was close to 
release. 


“Angel. Close.” 


Brad pressed his mouth next to Patrick's ear. “Let go. Come 
for 


me, love.” 


Patrick"s head arched back, and he cried Brad"s name as he 
spent 


himself onto the sheets. Brad groaned as Patrick clamped 
around him. 


He thrust twice more before his orgasm hit. Brad collapsed 
against 


Patrick"s back with a soft groan. He felt Patrick squeeze his 
fingers. 


Brad pulled out gently before flopping onto the bed next to 
Patrick. 


“So, was that worth waking up for?” 


“Damn, Angel, you Know just how to touch me.” Patrick 
turned 


his head so Brad was able to stare into his green eyes. 
“Definitely 


worth waking up for.” 

“You have really pretty eyes.” 

Patrick laughed. “You have sex brain.” 

“| do.” Brad sighed softly. “I should clean us up.” 
“Only fair since you"re the one that woke me up.” 


Brad stuck his tongue out at his lover then untangled their 
fingers. 


Pushing himself to his feet, he quickly disposed of the 
condom before 


heading down the hall to the bathroom. Brad washed 
himself off 


quickly and brought a damp cloth back to the bedroom. 
Patrick had 


rolled over onto his stomach—and out of the wet spot—but 
appeared to 


have dozed back off. Brad crawled onto the bed and gently 
wiped off 


his sticky and sated lover. Patrick murmured softly but 
didn"t open his 


eyes. 
“You're going back to sleep, aren"t you?” 

“Mm hmm.” 

“I"m going to get dressed and take Bingo for a walk.” 
“Kay.” 


“And then we're going to open our own Mexican restaurant. 
On 


Mars. Bingo is going to be the cook.” 
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“That'll be nice,” Patrick mumbled. Brad laughed, pressed a 
kiss 


to his lover's cheek, pulled the blankets back over the 
enticing form, 


and stood. He quickly dressed and quietly left the room. 
Bingo was 


waiting for him just outside of the door. 


“You heard me say the word ,,walk", didn"t you?” Brad 
asked. 


Bingo simply wagged her tail. Brad laughed and headed 
down the 


stairs, Bingo on his heels. He tossed on his shoes and coat 
before 


Snapping the leash on her collar. He was slightly concerned 
about going 


out alone with Dwight still out there, but Bingo was an ex- 
police dog, 


and if he spent one more day cooped up in his own home, 
he was going 


to go insane. He also knew that the local cops had increased 
the number 


of patrols they did in his neighborhood, just to check up on 
him. 


Glancing up the stairs toward his sleeping lover, Brad 
concluded that it 


would be a good idea to lock the door behind him. Brad 
grabbed his 


keys and headed out for a walk. 


There was a bite in the air, snow on the ground, and Brad 
was 


happy. Not only did he have the man he loved warm and 
asleep in his 


bed, it was also his favorite type of winter day. The sun was 
out, 


making the snow glitter, and there were actually birds 
singing. Bingo 


fell easily into step beside him as he walked down the 
street. Even the 


dark cloud of Dwight couldn"t dim his happiness. They had 
reached the 


park when he heard someone calling his name. Brad turned 
to see Jack 


and Robot coming over to him. 


“I thought that was you,” Jack remarked. He looked from 
Bingo 


to Brad with a small hint of confusion in his eyes. “When did 
you geta 


dog?” 

“| didn"t. She"s Patrick's.” 

“Is she friendly?” Robot was starting to edge closer to Bingo. 
“Yes.” 


“Good. Now that | don"t have to worry about a dog fight... 
SO, 


Patrick"s in town?” 
“Yas,” 
“Why isn"t he walking his own dog?” 


“He's sleeping.” 
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“Wore him out, didn"t you?” Jack asked. Brad could feel the 


blush heat his cheeks. It increased in heat as Jack laughed. 
“Damn, 


Wilde, is he even going to be able to get out of bed?” 


“Like you"re one to talk. I"ve seen how you and Julian act 
around 


each other.” 


“That's why I"m worried,” Jack replied with a grin. “We act 
like 


horny rabbits and we live together. You and Patrick don"t 
see each 


other that often. I"m going to be impressed if he"s able to 
walk. 


Especially since you can"t really play hockey with a broken 
wrist, 


which means you"ll be home more.” 


Brad sputtered and blushed, but couldn"t come up with a 
response 


to Jack"s comment. When the older man started to laugh, 
Brad glared at 


him. “How do you know Patrick"s the one worn out? Maybe 
I"m taking 


a walk because | need a break.” 
“Please. | know what that man is like in bed.” Jack's face 


suddenly lost all color. “Shit. That was a long time ago. You 
know 


about that, right? Patrick told you?” 


“Calm down, Jack. Patrick told me.” Brad gave him a weak 
smile. 


“Although | have to admit it"s a bit strange knowing that my 
boyfriend 


has had sex with a// of his male friends.” 


“I can see how that would be weird,” Jack commented as 
they 


started walking again. “But it"s got to be better than dealing 
with 


jealous exes.” 
“True. Can | ask you something? It"s kind of personal.” 
“You can ask. | might not answer.” 


Brad took a deep breath as he felt a blush burst across his 
face. 


“Do you find it weird that Patrick likes to bottom so much? 
With his 


job | thought it would be the other way around.” 


“You really don"t pull punches, do you?” 


“Sorry.” 


“Don"t be, but I"m not sure I"m the right person to ask. | 
only had 


the one weekend with him. Julian might be a better choice.’ 


“I"m really not comfortable asking you this. | really don't 
think | 


could ask Julian.” 
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“It could just be a simple case of that being what he likes.” 
“But you don"t think it is.” 


Jack sighed. “Do you really want to hear my answer? It"s 
just 


going to be my opinion.” 
“Yas,” 


“I think Patrick is whatever his partner wants him to be, but 
| 


think with you he"s actually asking for what he wants. And | 
think 


that's a lot more important to him than he lets us know.” 


“Huh,” Brad replied. He took a moment to think over what 
Jack 


said and realized that he agreed with the older man"s 
assessment. “l 


think that makes sense.” Brad shot a narrow-eyed gaze at 
Jack. “When 


did you get so insightful?” 


“It comes with age,” Jack stated with a laugh. “So how long 
IS 


Patrick staying this time?” 

“At least until after the holidays.” 

“That"s not going to be enough time for you, is it?” 

“No.” Brad gave a small laugh and ran the hand not holding 


Bingo's leash down his face. “Hell no. It seems like there"s 
never 


enough time when I"m around him.” Brad could feel a blush 
start on his 


cheeks. God, if | keep blushing this much the damn blush is 
going to 


become permanent. “| want him to stay.” 
“Have you told him?” 


“No.” Just the thought of telling Patrick he wanted him to 
stay 


made butterflies flutter in his stomach. No, they were too 
big to be 


butterflies. More like birds. Big ones. 
“Maybe you should.” 


Brad shook his head. “No, | can"t. How am | supposed to ask 
him 


to turn his life upside down for me?” 


“Do you love him?” Jack asked. They"d reached Jack and 
Julian"s 


house and were standing on the shoveled driveway. 
“| do.” 


“Then tell him that you want him to stay. Don"t pass up a 
chance 


to be with the man that you love just because you"re scared 
of what 
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he'll say.” He gave Brad"s shoulder a smack before heading 
into his 


house. Brad watched him for a moment before turning and 
starting the 


walk back to his house. 


Maybe Jack had a point. Perhaps he should ask Patrick about 


moving in with him. His lover was spending a large amount 
of time in 


Alberta. Brad wasn"t even sure if Patrick had been off desk 
duty long 


enough to even start any new cases. He and Patrick would 
just have to 


talk. 
Of course, that meant he would have to wake Patrick up. 


And waking up his sleeping, naked lover was something that 
Brad 


greatly enjoyed. 
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Chapter 17 


PATRICK was slowly working his way to consciousness when 
he felt 


the bed dip behind him. He grinned into his pillow as the 
covers were 


pulled away from his neck. A cold nose pressed between his 
shoulder 


blades, and he yelped. Patrick rolled away from the 
sensation and found 


himself looking up into his lover's smiling blue eyes. 
“You awake now?” 

“Mean.” 

“What"s mean?” 


“You putting your cold nose on my nice warm back. That 
wasn't 


very nice.” 
“It worked.” 


“| was already awake.” Patrick grabbed Brad"s arm and 
pulled his 


lover against his chest. He settled Brad"s head on his 
shoulder and 


began to run his fingers through his blond hair. 
“You don"t look awake. You're still in bed.” 
“So are you.” 


“Only because you are,” Brad replied. He burrowed closer, 
and 


Patrick felt lips press against his neck. Patrick ignored the 
cool air on 


his exposed arms and pulled Brad closer. He loved the way 
Brad felt in 


his arms. Feeling the material of Brad"s sweater against his 
Skin, 


Patrick decided to shove his arms under the sweater to keep 
them 


warm. Brad shuddered slightly as Patrick"s arms hit the 
warm skin of 


his back. 

“Did you and Bingo have a nice walk?” 
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“We did. | think she likes the snow.” 


“That"s good. You do seem to have a rather large amount of 
Snow 


here.” 
“This is normal snow. You"re just not used to it.” Brad tensed 
Slightly in his arms. “Would you like to get used to it?” 


“What?” Patrick pulled his arms out from under Brad's 
sweater. 


He gave his lover a small push as he sat up. Patrick turned 
Slightly so 


he could look at Brad, who had stayed prone on the bed. 
Brad was 


chewing on his lower lip, and one of his hands was tapping 
against 


Patrick's hip. 
“Would you like to get used to the snow?” 


“Brad, what exactly do you mean by that?” He shifted 
Slightly 


and grabbed the hand that was tapping against his hip. 
“This is 


important.” 


Brad took a deep breath before meeting Patrick"s eyes. 
“This may 


sound selfish, but | want you here. Patrick, will you move in 
with me?” 


Patrick stared at Brad while he processed what his lover had 
said. 


It took a moment for him to realize that Brad had actually 
asked him to 


move in and it wasn"t just him imagining what he wanted 
Brad to say. 


Patrick felt a large grin on his face just before he launched 
himself on 


his lover's prone form. Brad grunted in surprise, but his 
arms came up 


around him. Patrick latched onto his mouth with an 
enthusiastic kiss. 


When Brad opened for him, he set about mapping his 
lover's entire 


mouth. He pulled away when he started to get light-headed. 
“So, is that a yes? "Cause you didn"t exactly answer my 


question.” Brad"s tone was attempting to be serious, but his 
eyes were 


Sparkling. 


“Of course it"s a yes, you little prick.” Patrick gave his 
lover's 


side a brief tickle; just enough to let Brad know that he 
meant business. 


“Stop picking on me. | was nervous.” 


Patrick looked into Brad"s eyes. He could see a faint trace of 
the 


nervousness that his lover had mentioned. Patrick lifted a 
hand and ran 


his fingers lightly over Brad"s face. “You don"t have to be 
nervous, 


Angel. I"d do anything for you.” 
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“I'll have to keep that in mind.” The remark was flippant, 
but 


Patrick could see the relief in the blue eyes that he loved. 
Brad turned 


his head to place gentle kisses on the fingers that were still 
on his 


cheek. 


“Now that I"ve said yes, can | talk about something that has 
mea 


bit nervous?” 
“Sure. You can talk to me about anything.” 
Patrick smiled. “I wasn"t sure how to bring this up without 


sounding presumptuous, but | want to build us a house.” 
Patrick bit his 


lip nervously as he waited for Brad's reaction. 
“You want to build us a house?” 
“Yas,” 


“Is there something wrong with my house?” 


“No, Angel.” Patrick leaned down and gave his seemingly 


confused lover a kiss. “There is nothing wrong with your 
house.” He 


frowned as a thought occurred to him. “Well, | don"t think 
my baby 


grand and your grandmother's upright will both fit in this 
house.” 


“How do you know that | want to keep my grandmother"s 
piano?” 


Patrick leaned down and nipped Brad's nose. “Because | 
know 


you, Angel.” 

“So you want to build us a house?” 
“Yes.” 

“And where would this house be?” 


“Wherever there's an empty lot. Do you Know any Realtors? 
| 


could ask Asher, but he probably only knows Realtors in 
Calgary.” 


“Actually, | do know a Realtor, but we"ll talk about him later. 
So 


you want to live here?” 


“I want to live where you are. This is where you are.” Patrick 


leaned down and kissed him once more. “You"re happy 
here, Angel, 


and I"ve never been happier than when I"ve been here with 
you.” 


“Okay, you really need to stop saying shit like that.” 
“Why?” 

“If you keep it up, | just might turn into a giant mushy girl.” 
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Patrick stared at his lover for a moment before bursting into 


laughter. He laughed so hard his arms started to shake, so 
he lowered 


himself to the bed before he fell on top of Brad. Patrick 
could feel tears 


leaking from his eyes as he laughed. By the time he was 
finished, his 


sides hurt and he was panting for breath. He wiped his eyes 
and looked 


at Brad. Brad was giving him a dirty look. 
“Well, | sure as hell don"t feel mushy now.” 
“Sorry, Angel.” 


“No you"re not.” 


“You"re right, I"m not.” Patrick lifted his hand and ran his 
thumb 


over Brad"s bottom lip. He grinned as Brad pulled his thumb 
into his 


mouth. “I"m not sorry for putting a smile on your face.” 
“So you really want to build us a house?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do I get a say?” 


“Of course. | want it to be our house, and it won"t be that if 
you 


don't help.” 
“And you" ll let me help pay for it?” 


Patrick could see the determination in Brad"s eyes. Helping 
pay 


for the house was obviously important to him. “Yes, you can 
help pay. 


We'll figure something out.” Patrick sighed and snuggled 
into Brad"s 


open arms. “Which means that we'll have to go into Calgary 
and talk to 


Asher.” 


“You don"t sound too happy about that.” 


“How about we wait until after the holidays to get started on 
that? 


| don"t want to bother him right now.” 
“Can we do that? What about your job?” 


Patrick sighed. “If we"re going to have a serious 
conversation, 


I"m going to need pants.” 
“What do you need pants for?” 


“I can"t have a serious conversation while I"m naked. When 
I"m 


naked all | want to do is feel you inside me.” 
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Brad groaned and covered his eyes with his arm as he rolled 
away 


Slightly. “Why do you say things like that?” 


Patrick could see the slight bulge starting to form in his 
lover's 


pants. Good to know | haven’t lost my appeal. “You"re the 
one that 


asked.” Patrick knew that he had a wicked smile on his face, 
but the 


effect was slightly ruined since Brad wasn't looking at him. 


“Stop smirking and go put some pants on before | change 
my 


mind and drill you into the mattress,” Brad instructed. 
Laughing, 


Patrick managed to press a kiss to his lover's partially 
covered cheek 


before he slid out of the bed. He shivered slightly as his bare 
feet 


touched the cold floor. He was really going to have to talk 
Brad into 


getting a rug for his side of the bed. He was really getting 
tired of cold 


feet in the morning. Of course, he could always crawl over 
Brad. That 


had potential. 


Patrick padded over to the dresser and opened the drawer 
that 


Brad had emptied for him. He removed a pair of sweats and 
pulled 


them on, hissing slightly when the fabric brushed the bite 
mark on his 


ass. Sitting down was going to be an interesting experience. 


When Patrick turned back to face the bed, Brad"s gaze 
slowly 


moved up to his face. Patrick grinned at him, enjoying the 
faint blush 


that stained Brad"s cheeks. His lover had been staring at his 
ass. “See 


something you like?” 
“Maybe.” 


“Just maybe?” Patrick crawled onto the bed and winced as 
he 


settled cross-legged next to Brad. He had been right. Sitting 
was 


uncomfortable. 
“Pat, you know I think you"re gorgeous. Stop fishing for 


compliments.” Brad"s hand settled on his knee and began 
softly 


stroking. “What I was staring at was the giant bite mark on 
your ass. 


Are you okay?” 
“I"m a bit sore, but it"s a good sore.” 
“You"re sure?” 


“Trust me, Angel, if | didn"t want you to do something | 
would 


tell you.” 

“That"s what Jack said.” 
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Patrick frowned in confusion. “When did you see Jack?” 
“Bingo and | ran into Jack and Robot while we were on our 
walk.” 

“And you decided to talk about our sex life?” 

“He wanted to know if | wore you out.” 

Patrick shook his head. “And you say /’m bad.” 

“What?” 

“You were talking about our sex life while walking a dog. I'd 


have to say that makes you almost as bad as me.” Patrick 
started to 


laugh as Brad stared at him in horror. “What is that look 
for?” 


“lam nowhere near as bad as you. How could you say such 
a 


horrible thing?” The affronted tone that Brad had put on was 
ruined by 


the glint of amusement in his eyes. Seeing the laughter 
there, Patrick 


couldn"t resist. He pounced and began to mercilessly tickle 
his lover. 


Within seconds he had Brad reduced to giggles and helpless 
twitching. 


Patrick loved that he could reduce his lover to actual 
giggles. It was not 


an easy feat. When Brad'"s flailing turned into small 
whimpers, Patrick 


removed his hands and sat back. 


“You are evil,” Brad panted. He was trying to glare, but 
there was 


a fond look in his eyes. Patrick brushed hair off of his 
forehead before 


leaning over and placing a kiss there. “What was that for?” 
“You're cute.” 
“Thank you?” 


“You"re a little punk, did you know that?” Patrick reached 
outa 


hand and poked Brad in the side. Brad actually whimpered 
and tried to 


squirm away. 
“No more poking.” 


“Sorry.” 


“I'll pretend to believe that,” Brad stated. Patrick grinned at 
him. 


“Now, tell me what you plan on doing about a job if you 
move here.” 


Patrick took a deep breath to steady his sudden case of 
nerves. 


Well, here goes nothing. “|"ve been talking to Asher about 
working in 


the office.” 
236 


Bethany Brown and Ashlyn Kane 


“What?” Brad shot into a sitting position, blue eyes filled 
with 


concern. “But | thought you loved being a cop?” 


“I do. It"s just....” Patrick trailed off. He ran a hand over his 
face 


as he tried to organize his thoughts. He felt Brad squeeze 
his knee in 


encouragement and managed to find a weak smile for his 
lover. “I"ve 


had two close calls, Brad. | don"t think | want to risk 
another.” 


Thinking about the shootings had the same effect as every 
other 


time he thought about them. Patrick started to tremble. The 
room 


suddenly seemed colder, and Patrick wrapped his arms 
around his 


chest. He jerked in surprise as a blanket settled around his 
shoulders. 


Patrick didn"t put up any resistance as he was pulled into 
Brad's arms. 


He wanted to be as close to his lover as possible. 


“Would you have to commute to Calgary every day?” Brad 
asked. 


Patrick silently thanked his lover for changing the subject. 
He 


didn"t really want to talk about his fears. Unfortunately, his 
habit of 


avoiding the things he didn"t want to talk about wasn"t 
working very 


well anymore. He was starting to think that Keith"s repeated 
Suggestion 


that he see a professional might actually be a good idea. 
Maybe Julian 


would be able to suggest someone? 


Strong hands ran over his back in a soothing motion. “Pat?” 


Patrick looked at Brad and found concerned eyes staring 
back at him. 


“You with me? You went away on me for a minute.” 
“Sorry.” 


“Don"t worry about it.” Brad ran his fingers over Patrick's 
cheek, 


and Patrick leaned into the caress. “So, are you going to 
commute 


every day?” 
“I don't think I"Il have to go in every day.” 
“You don"t think?” 


Patrick shrugged within the circle of Brad"s arms. “We 
haven"t 


really talked all that much about it.” 
“Then why would you consider working in the office?” 


“Because | want to be with you,” Patrick replied. He wasn"t 
sure 


how to explain to Brad that he would give up anything to be 
with him. 
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Being with Brad made him feel complete in a way he never 
had before. 


It was a feeling that he never wanted to lose. 


“Patrick, you don"t have to give up being a cop to be with 
me. | 


would never ask you to do that.” 


“I don"t want to worry you.” Patrick pulled away from his 
lover 


and ran a hand through his hair. He pulled his knees up, 
crossed his 


arms over them, and rested his head on his arms. “I"ve seen 


relationships fall apart when the partner who isn"t a cop 
can't take the 


pressure. | don"t want to lose you because of my job.” 


“Patrick, I"Il admit that | was a bit concerned about your job 
when 


we first got together. | mean, when | met you, you had a 
fresh bullet 


wound.” 
“See, you"re worried.” 
“Of course | worry. | love you. But Patrick, | want you to be 


happy. | know that being a cop makes you happy, so | can 
live with a 


Small amount of worry.” 


“Small amount?” Patrick turned his head so he could look at 


Brad. His lover reached out and tapped his nose. 


“This is a small place, Pat. Hallie"s disappearance was the 
most 


excitement that we've had in years. Being a cop here isn"t 
likely to get 


you shot.” 


“This from the guy who was just attacked on his own 
doorstep.” 


“Hey, that"s not normal either.” 


“Maybe if they had another cop in town, things like that 
wouldn't 


happen.” 
“Maybe.” 
“You think they"Il take me?” 


“I think you"ll be happier as a cop. Plus, you can always go 
to the 


office if there aren"t any openings.” 


“I think Asher will be happier if I"m a cop,” Patrick replied 
with a 


Small laugh. He felt as if a weight had been lifted from his 
shoulders. 


He was getting everything that he wanted. Patrick looked at 
his lover's 


smiling face before launching himself back into Brad"s arms. 
He sighed 


happily as the arms closed around him. 
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“Well, if it makes Asher happy,” Brad responded with a 
laugh. He 


pressed a kiss to the top of Patrick"s head. “Am | ever going 
to get to 


meet Asher?” 
“You want to meet Asher?” 


“I"ve met all of your other friends. Do you not want me to 
meet 


Asher?” 


“I want you to meet him. We can stop by the next time 
we"re in 


Calgary.” 
“That would be nice.” 


“This is nice.” Patrick snuggled closer as Brad"s hands ran 
over 


his bare back. As Brad"s fingers dipped below the waist of 
his pants, 


Patrick nipped at his lover's neck. He was just starting to 
consider 


initiating another round of morning sex when his stomach 
suddenly 


growled. He buried his face in Brad"s neck in 
embarrassment, then 


started to laugh as an answering rumble came from Brad. 
“I think we should probably get something to eat.” 


“You're only saying that because our stomachs are talking 
to each 


other.” 
“That is a rather good indication. Come on, love, let"s go get 


something to eat.” Brad gave him a slight push out of his 
arms. Patrick 


sighed, climbed off of the bed, and headed back to the 
dresser. He 


quickly pulled on a pair of socks and a shirt. If he was 
leaving the 


bedroom, he was doing it fully clothed. It was too damn cold 
not to. 


Stupid winter. When he finished dressing, Brad was waiting 
for him by 


the door to the bedroom. 


They descended to the kitchen in companionable silence. 
Once 


they got there, Brad sat at the table and gestured Patrick 
toward the 


fridge. Patrick laughed softly and shook his head. Brad had 
become 


quite content to allow Patrick to do all of the cooking. Patrick 
didn"t 


mind. In fact, he rather enjoyed cooking. He wasn"t as good 
as Julian, 


but he held his own. And he made a killer barbeque sauce. 


Patrick was still rummaging in the fridge when someone 
knocked 


on the door. “You"ll have to get that, Angel. I"m a little 
busy.” 


“Fine,” Brad sighed. He gave Patrick and exaggerated pout 
before 


leaving the room with Bingo on his heels. Patrick shook his 
head and 
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continued with his preparations. He could hear voices 
coming from the 


hallway. By the time he had all the ingredients on the 
counter, Brad re- 


entered the kitchen with another man at his side. “Look who 
decided to 


join us for breakfast.” 

Patrick turned to see a short Asian man sitting at the table. 
“Morning, Graham.” 

“Hey.” 

“You like pancakes?” 

“Is that what we"re having?” 

“Yes.” 


“Then yes, | love pancakes.” Graham folded his arms on top 
of 


the table. 


“What"s with the suit?” Patrick asked before turning back to 
his 


pancake preparations. 
“I"m showing a house today.” 


“You mean you have an actual job?” Patrick tossed a grin 
over his 


shoulder when he heard his lover snicker. 


“Funny. Yes, | have an actual job. | don"t spend all of my 
time on 


vacation like you do.” 


“Hey, | was recovering from a bullet wound. That does not 
count 


as vacation.” 
“Sure.” 
“Bite me, Small Fry.” 


“Brad, are you going to let your boyfriend talk to me like 
that?” 


“You keep telling me that you can fight your own battles.” 


Letting the bickering of the two friends wash over him, 
Patrick 


began to cook the batter he had just finished preparing. The 
kitchen was 


soon full of the smell of cooking pancakes. “Angel, you want 
to set the 


table for me?” 
“Sure. Graham, could you get the syrup out of the fridge?” 
“Fine.” 


“Don't grumble. My boyfriend is feeding you.” 
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“Grumble,” Graham muttered. Patrick started to pile the 
pancakes 


on the plate that had appeared next to the stove. When he 
had a fairly 


large stack, he turned off the stove and turned with the full 
plate to face 


the table. Patrick put the plate in the center of the table 
before sitting in 


the seat that Brad had left for him. He pressed a quick kiss 
to his 


lover's cheek. 
“These look great, Pat.” 
“Thanks.” 


“What, no bacon?” Graham"s question was muffled due to 
the 


pancake he had already shoved in his mouth. 
“We're out of bacon. You"ll just have to make do with the 
pancakes.” 


“You"re not a bad cook.” 


“Thanks.” Patrick shook his head as Graham grunted and 


continued to eat. Patrick felt a foot rub against his ankle. He 
turned his 


head to see his lover smile at him. Patrick smiled and 
returned the 


touch. Playing with Brad's foot, Patrick started to eat his 
own 


breakfast. Graham was right. The pancakes were good. 


Patrick let his mind wander as Brad and Graham talked. He 
could 


see morning breakfasts becoming a normal occurrence. 
Even Graham"s 


appearance at the table didn't detract from the happiness 
of the 


moment. He actually liked his lover's best friend. Patrick 
was so busy 


thinking about how much he enjoyed his new routine that 
he missed the 


question Graham had asked. 

“Sorry, what did you say?” 

“What"s the menu for tomorrow?” 

“You planning on coming to eat with us?” 


“Hey, it"s better than cereal,” Graham replied with a grin. 
Patrick 


gave him a bland stare as he pointedly glanced at Graham'"s 
spotless 


plate. Graham flushed slightly. “Okay, so maybe your 
cooking is pretty 


damn good.” 

“Wait until you try his barbeque sauce,” Brad interjected. 
“He makes his own barbeque sauce?” 

“Yep.” 
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“Damn. I"m just going to have to eat here more often.” 
“We'll just have to lock the doors at dinnertime.” 

“I have a key.” 


Brad turned slightly so he was facing Patrick. “Let"s not give 
him 


a key to the new house.” 
“Fine by me.” 
“What? New house? What new house?” Graham"s eyes were 


almost comically wide, and he kept looking between them. 
Patrick was 


fighting the urge to laugh at him when Brad"s hand covered 
his. He 


linked their fingers as he smiled at his lover. 

“Patrick"sS moving here and we're going to build a house.” 
Graham"s mouth dropped open. “Huh?” 

“Brad, does he have a hearing problem?” 


“Not that | know of. Of course, he"s only had one cup of 
coffee. 


That could be the problem. He really isn"t a morning 
person.” 


“Cut the comedy act, you two,” Graham snapped. “Let me 
get this 


straight. The two of you are building a house together?” 
“Yes.” 

“Here?” 

“Yes,” 


A sly grin crossed Graham's face. “Have you guys found a 
lot 


yet?” 
Patrick laughed as Brad dropped his head onto his arms. He 


reached over and stroked Brad"s soft hair as Graham got up 
and refilled 


his coffee cup. Graham held up the pot, and Patrick nodded 
at his 


empty mug. Graham brought the pot to the table and 
refilled Patrick's 


empty mug. 


“The two of you have more coffee now, don"t you?” Brad 
still 


hadn't lifted his head from the table. For a man who worked 
nights, 


Brad drank surprisingly little coffee. Some days Patrick 
thought his 


own blood contained more caffeine than red blood cells. 


“Yes, we have more coffee.” Patrick shifted closer and 
wrapped 


an arm around his lover. “Do you want some more coffee?” 


242 


Bethany Brown and Ashlyn Kane 


“No. | still don"t understand how the two of you can drink so 
much of it in the morning. It makes me twitchy.” 
“That"s because you don"t drink enough coffee. If you drank 


more coffee you would understand that it is the most 
wonderful drink 


in the world. It makes the morning bearable,” Graham 
stated. When 


Brad didn't lift his head, Graham balled up a napkin and 
bounced it off 


of his head. Patrick laughed softly as Brad's head finally 
lifted and his 


lover glared at his best friend. 


“I think it"s creepy how much you love coffee.” A wicked 
grin 


crossed Brad's face. “Maybe if you dated more you 
wouldn"t have such 


an unconventional relationship with coffee.” 


“So does that mean | shouldn"t order coffee on my date 
with 


Gwen?” 


“You have a date?” There was a large amount of 
astonishment in 


Brad's voice. 
“Yas,” 


“With the blue-haired girl from the tattoo parlor?” Patrick 
asked. 


When Graham nodded, he flashed him a rather bright grin. 
“Good for 


you. She"s cute.” 


“You think she"s cute?” Brad asked. 


Patrick turned to see surprise on his lover's face. “What? 
You 


thought that just because I"m gay | don"t know a pretty girl 
when | see 


one?” 

“Maybe.” Brad gave him a sheepish grin. “That was a bit 
judgmental of me, wasn't it?” 

“Just a bit.” 

“Sorry.” 

“Don"t worry about it,” Patrick replied. “I love you anyway.” 


“| love you too.” Brad pulled him close and kissed him. 
Patrick 


opened for his lover"s tongue with a happy moan. He sank 
one hand 


into Brad"s hair and pulled him closer. Patrick shuddered as 
Brad 


sucked on his tongue. He was just getting ready to climb 
into Brad"s 


lap when he heard a throat clear. Patrick pulled away to see 
Graham 


grinning at them with his arms crossed over his chest. 
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“If you two are going to do that all the time, maybe I don"t 
want 


to be here.” 


“What's that supposed to mean?” Brad asked. He hadn"t 
released 


his hold on Patrick, but was facing Graham. 
“You're being all cute and couple-like. It"s gross.” 


“You're just jealous because you don"t have anyone to 
cuddle.” 


“Maybe.” 


“Think Gwen will talk you into getting a tattoo?” Patrick 
asked. 


He remembered how pale Graham had become when he 
saw the 


needle. Patrick was surprised to note that he was getting a 
repeat of that 


pallor. 
“Do you really think she"Il do that? | don"t think | can get a 
tattoo.” 


“Graham, it"s your first date. Patrick is just trying to get a 
rise out 


of you. And if the look on your face is anything to go by, 
he's doing a 


pretty good job.” 


“I hate both of you,” Graham muttered. He got to his feet 
and 


attempted to give them an annoyed look. “I"m going to 
work now.” 


“Have fun.” 


“You"ll call me when the two of you decide what you"re 
looking 


for in a lot?” 
“We will.” 


“Bye.” Patrick got to his feet and began to put the dishes in 
the 


dishwasher as Brad walked Graham out. He could hear the 
two men 


chatting as they walked away. Patrick was washing the pan 
he had 


cooked the pancakes in when he felt arms wrap around his 
waist. He 


leaned back against his lover. “Graham gone?” 


“Yeah. | had to talk him out of trying to get you to pack him 
a 


lunch.” 


Patrick laughed. “He wants me to make him food? What do | 
get 


out of it?” 


“I"m not sure. | think he wanted you to do it for free.” 
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“Not gonna happen. The only person | feel like cooking for is 


you.” Patrick turned within the circle of Brad"s arms until he 
was 


facing his lover. He wiped his damp hands on his pants 
before cupping 


his lover's face in his hands. He tilted Brad"s head and 
leaned in fora 


kiss. Patrick moaned happily as Brad opened for him, 
thrusting his 


tongue inside his lover"s mouth. 


Brad"s hand tightened around his waist and Patrick found 
himself 


spun around and pressed against the fridge. Patrick 
whimpered as 


Brad's kiss turned ravenous. He released his hold on Brad"s 
face and 


ran his hands over Brad"s strong back. One of his hands 
dipped beneath 


Brad's pants. Patrick ran his hand over the smooth skin of 
his lover's 


ass, dipping his fingers into the cleft of his ass. Brad 
moaned and 


spread his legs. Patrick nipped at his lover's lower lip as he 
tapped 


Brad"s hole with a finger. Brad pressed back against the 
probing digit, 


allowing the tip to slide inside. Patrick pulled out of the kiss 
with a 


groan as Brad's heat surrounded his finger. 
“Patrick.” 
“Yes, Angel?” 


“How about we move this to the bedroom? | feel the need to 
have 


you inside me.” 
“I like that plan,” Patrick murmured. He gave Brad a soft kiss 


before he pulled his finger out. Brad whimpered and sagged 
against 


him for a moment. Patrick pushed against him slightly, 
forcing Brad to 


move enough that he was no longer pressed against the 
fridge. Brad 


kissed his chin before grabbing his hand and pulling him out 
of the 


kitchen. 


Patrick let Brad pull him up the stairs. He waited until they 
were 


in the bedroom before pushing Brad onto the bed and 
pouncing. Patrick 


tilted Brad"s chin up and latched onto the skin of his throat. 
While 


Brad"s hands ran over his back, he set about giving his lover 
a hickey to 


rival the one on his own neck. Brad moaned and arched 
beneath him. 


Patrick gave the skin under his lips a lick before pulling 
away. He 


looked at the discolored mark and grinned. He liked seeing 
his mark on 


Brad'"s skin. 


Patrick pulled back and reached for the hem of his lover's 
Shirt. 


Brad sat up, and Patrick helped him remove the shirt, being 
incredibly 
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careful of Brad"s broken wrist. Once the shirt was out of the 
way, 


Patrick pressed Brad back against the bed. He leaned down 
and began 


to kiss the bruises that still dotted his lover's strong chest. 
Moving from 


a bruise to a nipple, Patrick closed his lips around the 
protrusion. He 


sucked the small nub into his mouth, flicking it with his 
tongue. Brad 


moaned beneath him. Patrick felt fingers dig into his hair as 
he was 


held close to his lover's chest. 


Brad moaned in protest as Patrick lifted his head. Patrick 
placed a 


soft kiss to Brad"s chest before moving to the other nipple. 
He licked 


and sucked that nipple into a hard peak as well. He loved 
the sounds 


that Brad made. Patrick released the nipple he was 
tormenting and 


continued down Brad's chest. He made sure to place a 
loving kiss on 


each bruise that he encountered. When Patrick nibbled on 
Brad's hip, 


both of Brad"s hands flew to his head. Unfortunately, this 
caused Brad 


to smack him in the head with his cast. 


“Ouch.” Patrick pushed Brad's hands out of his hair and 
rubbed at 


the injured area. 
“Sorry.” 
“How about you just leave that arm on the bed?” 


“I think I can live with that plan,” Brad replied. Patrick 
smiled at 


his apologetic lover then went back to kissing his chest and 
abdomen. 


He grabbed the waist of Brad"s pants and ran his hands 
along the edge 


to the center, where he popped the button and lowered the 
Zipper. 


When that was done, he began to pull the pants from his 
lover's 


attractive body. He got Brad"s pants off and stood to quickly 
remove 


his own clothing. Once naked, he crawled back onto the bed 
and on top 


of his lover. 


Patrick sighed in pleasure as his bare skin ran over his 
lover's 


equally bare body. He dipped his head and kissed Brad as 
strong arms 


wrapped around his back. He licked down the other side of 
Brad"s 


neck. When Brad"s hand suddenly clamped down on his ass, 
Patrick bit 


down in surprise. Brad moaned beneath him. Patrick 
wiggled until Brad 


let go of his ass. Once free, he stretched out an arm and 
grabbed the 


lube and a condom. Patrick slithered down Brad"s body with 
the items 


clutched in one hand. 
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Settling on the bed, Patrick opened the lube. He coated his 
fingers 


and pressed one against Brad"s opening. Brad moaned and 
shifted 


under his touch. Patrick grinned and slowly slid his lubed 
finger inside. 


When Brad sighed in pleasure, Patrick used his free hand to 
grasp 


Brad"s erection and slid his mouth over it. Brad moaned and 
began to 


shift his hips. Patrick relaxed his throat as he added another 
finger, 


allowing Brad the freedom to move. Brad began rocking 
back and forth 


between his mouth and his fingers. Patrick had just added a 
third finger 


when he felt a hand in his hair. 
“Too close. | don"t want to come until you"re in me.” Brad"s 


voice came out in little gasps. Patrick reluctantly lifted his 
head. He 


enjoyed having his lover in his mouth. Patrick pulled his 
fingers out of 


Brad"s hole and smiled when his lover moaned in protest. 
Patrick rolled 


on a condom and spread the remaining lube on his erection. 
He grasped 


Brad's hips as he slowly pressed inside. 


“Damn, Angel, so good,” Patrick moaned. Brad's response 
was to 


wrap his legs around Patrick"s waist and pull him closer with 
a moan. 


Patrick moved his hands from Brad's hips and braced them 
on the bed 


by his lover"s shoulders as he started to move. Brad 
moaned and thrust 


up to meet him. Patrick shifted the angle of his thrusts and 
was 


rewarded with a vocal cry from his lover. Prostate. Check. 


Patrick kept his thrusts steady, hitting Brad"s prostate with 
every 


thrust. Brad went to pieces beneath him, thrashing his head 
and 


moaning. Patrick leaned down and captured Brad's lips ina 
bruising 


kiss. Brad whimpered beneath him, and the fingers of his 
non-injured 


hand dug into Patrick"s back. Patrick lifted one hand from 
the bed, 


Slipped it between their bodies, and wrapped it around 
Brad"s leaking 


erection. Brad broke away from the kiss with a wail. 
Tightening his hold on Brad's erection, Patrick picked up the 


pace. He moaned as Brad's muscles contracted around him. 
Patrick 


pegged Brad"s gland with a particularly hard thrust, and 
Brad screamed 


as he shot all over Patrick"s hand and his own chest. Patrick 
managed 


several more thrusts before he called out Brad"s name as 
orgasm ripped 


through him. With a groan, Patrick fell forward onto Brad"s 
chest. 


Fingers began to gently card through his hair. 
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“I like morning sex,” Patrick stated. When Brad began to 
laugh 


beneath him, Patrick pressed a kiss to his lover"s neck 
before he pulled 


out. He tossed the used condom into the trash then rolled 
back into his 


lover's arms. 
“You like sex no matter what time of day.” 
“True. Are you complaining?” 


“Never,” Brad replied. Patrick felt a kiss pressed to the top 
of his 


head. He smiled and cuddled farther into his lover's 
embrace. 


“We need a shower.” 

“We do smell.” 

“It does mean that we have to get up.” 
“Hmm, that doesn"t sound fun at all.” 


“We could share a shower,” Patrick suggested. He grinned 
into 


Brad's neck as his lover"s spent penis twitched against his 
stomach. 


“| like that idea.” 


“I thought you might.” Patrick laughed as Brad began to 
push at 


him. With a quick kiss to his lover's chest, Patrick climbed to 
his feet 


and headed to the bathroom. He was really starting to enjoy 
lazy 


mornings. 


BRAD stared at the lavishly decorated lobby with a feeling 
close to 


awe. When Patrick had pulled him on a detour during their 
Christmas 


shopping trip, he hadn"t expected to find himself in an office 
building. 


Patrick had promised to introduce him to Asher the next 
time they were 


in Calgary, but Brad had hoped to be given advance warning 
so he 


would have some time to prepare. He should have known 
that 


something was up when Patrick pulled out his cell phone 
while Brad 


was paying for an item. He found the prospect of meeting 
Asher 


Slightly intimidating. 


“Wow, the place looks nice,” Patrick remarked as he walked 
back 


to Brad"s side. He had been talking to the receptionist while 
Brad had 


been staring at the decorations. There was a surprised note 
to his voice. 
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“Why do you sound so surprised?” 


“It"s been a while since I"ve been here at Christmas. It's 
very 


Shiny.” 


Brad laughed, feeling some of the tension leak from his 
body. “l 


like it.” 
“Good. Ready to go and meet Asher?” 


“As ready as I"ll ever be,” Brad muttered. Patrick gave his 
handa 


squeeze, linked their fingers, and pulled him to the elevator. 
Brad 


moved closer to Patrick in the elevator and leaned against 
him. Patrick 


gave his hand another squeeze. When the elevator doors 
opened, there 


was a man with brown hair and glasses waiting for them. 
“How do you always know when I"m coming up on the 


elevator?” Patrick asked. He stepped out and clapped the 
man on the 


shoulder with his free hand. 


“It"s one of my many talents. Plus, reception buzzed up and 
told 


me that you were here. So, who's your friend?” 
“Mitchell Porter, I"d like you to meet Brad Wilde.” 
Mitchell"s gray eyes brightened in surprise. “The boyfriend? 


We've heard a lot about you.” 


“Should | be worried?” Brad shook the hand that Mitchell 
held 


out to him. Mitchell had a surprisingly strong grip. 


“No. We've heard good things. And by ,we" | mean myself 
and 


Asher. I"m not really a crazy person or using the royal „we". 
I"m just an 


assistant.” 


“He's being modest,” Patrick interjected. “He practically 
runs this 


place. | think the only reason he keeps Asher around is 
because he 


needs his signature.” 


“Shh. Don't go telling people my secrets.” Mitchell grinned 
at 


them before turning and starting toward Asher's office. 
“Come on, 


Asher's waiting.” 


“How can he be waiting? When | called, | said not to tell him 
that 


we were coming because | wanted it to be a surprise.” 


“He doesn"t know that you"re coming. | just said that 
because | 


wanted to get you out of the hall. Stop being difficult,” 
Mitchell 
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directed. Patrick laughed and followed Mitchell down the 
hall. Brad 


felt his lover squeeze his fingers as he was pulled into step 
with him. 


Brad attempted to calm his nerves as he walked. He had no 
idea why 


meeting Asher made him so nervous. Asher was probably 
the only one 


of Patrick's friends that Patrick hadn't slept with. “Here you 
go.” 


Mitchell had stopped in front of the office door. “Have a fun 
visit.” 


“Thanks.” Patrick nodded at Mitchell before turning to face 
Brad. 


“Ready, Angel?” 


“Let's do it,” Brad answered. He took a deep breath as 
Patrick 


pulled him inside. 


Once inside, Brad's eyes landed on the handsome man 
sitting 


behind the desk. He had brown hair that was going gray at 
the temples 


and when he looked over to the door, his hazel eyes lit with 
pleasure. 


Asher stood, and Brad let his eyes wander over the toned 
body in the 


well-cut suit. Asher was an attractive man. 
“Pat! What are you doing here?” 


“Brad and | were in the city Christmas shopping, and | 
decided to 


bring him to meet you.” 
Asher turned his full attention to Brad. “So, you"re Brad?” 


Asher'"s eyes traveled over his body before glancing back at 
Patrick. 


“He's cute.” 
“You"re not bad yourself,” Brad commented. He could feel a 


blush heating his cheeks, but he was no longer as nervous 
as he had 


been before. Asher"s calm presence and appraisal of his 
looks had gone 


a long way toward easing his nerves. He stepped forward to 
shake 


Asher"s hand and found himself pulled into a strong 
embrace. He 


returned the hug with surprise. “Um, why are you hugging 
me?” 


“I"ve never met one of Patrick"s boyfriends before. | thought 
that 


made you huggable.” Asher followed this announcement 
with a small 


squeeze. 
“Okay, um, unhand my boyfriend.” 


“But he"s so cuddly.” Asher gave him one last squeeze 
before he 


released him. Brad only had a moment to himself before he 
was pulled 


against Patrick's side. Rolling his eyes at Patrick's 
possessive behavior, 


Brad relaxed into the hold. He shot Asher an apologetic 
smile. 
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“He"s mine,” Patrick grumbled. 


“He can talk for himself,” Brad interrupted. He frowned 
when 


Patrick simply laughed and pressed a kiss to his cheek. 
“You're a pain 


in the ass.” 


Asher laughed. “He really does know you, Pat.” He gestured 
to 


the couch against the wall. “Please, have a seat.” 


Brad pulled away from Patrick and headed over to the 
couch. He 


sat down, unsurprised when Patrick sat next to him and 
draped an arm 


around his shoulders. He sighed and leaned into his lover. 
“Possessive 


freak.” 


“Love you too,” Patrick murmured. He pressed a kiss to the 
top of 


Brad"s head. 
“So, the two of you are doing some shopping?” 


“I need to get something for my mom,” Brad answered. 
“She's 


incredibly hard to shop for.” 
“Have you narrowed your search?” 


“| was thinking jewelry.” 


“Then it"s a good idea for you to take Patrick with you. He"s 
got 


great taste.” 


“That was a really nice thing to say.” Patrick frowned. “You 
don"t 


usually admit when I have good taste.” 


“Well, I figured that I should be nice to you since you 
brought 


your boyfriend here to meet me.” A rather sly grin crossed 
Asher"s 


face, and Brad got a glimpse of the man behind the suit. He 
was 


starting to understand why Patrick and Asher were such 
good friends. 


Asher appeared to have a bit of a devious streak. 
“Asher, what are your plans for Christmas?” Brad asked. 


“I"m spending it with my sister, her stuffy husband, and my 
niece 


and nephew.” 
“You don"t sound that excited about it.” 


“I"m still trying to decide if I"m excited or terrified. The kids 
can 


be exhausting and my sister is pregnant again, which means 
if 
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something goes wrong with dinner she'll either cry or try to 
throw the 


turkey.” 
“That does sound terrifying.” 
“Patrick!” 


“Hey, I"ve seen his sister when she"s pregnant. She makes 
Justine 


look like a rational individual.” 


“Justine is a rational individual,” Asher interjected. “I don"t 
know 


why you keep trying to convince people that she"s scary.” 


“You're only saying that because she tends to agree with 
you,” 


Patrick said, pouting. Brad burst into laughter at the 
expression on his 


lover's face. When Patrick glared at him and Asher joined in 
on the 


laughter, Brad just laughed harder. After a moment, Patrick 
began to 


laugh as well. 


The three of them spent at least an hour chatting. Brad felt 
more 


relaxed by the second. Asher was easy to get along with. 
When 


Mitchell interrupted them due to a meeting that Asher had, 
Brad was 


actually disappointed. Asher gave him another hug before 
he and 


Patrick left the office. Back in the elevator, Brad slipped 
under 


Patrick"s arm and snuggled close to his lover. 
“Did you have a nice visit, Sugar?” 

“| did. Did you like meeting Asher?” 

“Yes. I"m glad you brought me here.” 
“Really?” 


“Yep. | think meeting Asher has given me a bit more of a 
feeling 


for what you were like growing up.” 
“Hmm. I"m not sure if | like that idea.” 


Brad laughed and pulled Patrick out of the elevator as the 
doors 


opened. “Come on, handsome. We have some shopping to 
do.” 
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CHAPTER on 
Cig" 
Chapter 18 


A SHRILL sound interrupted the peaceful sleep that Jack had 
been 


enjoying. He grunted and opened his eyes. Julian had rolled 
away from 


him slightly during the night, but he was still in the bed, so 
obviously 


he was not responsible for the noise. And unless Robot had 
turned into 


an actual robot while he was sleeping, she wasn't either. 
The sound came again. 


“Was that the doorbell?” Julian asked. He voice was heavy 
with 


Sleep as he rolled back into Jack"s side. 


“Who in their right mind would ring our doorbell at”—Jack 


turned his head and looked at the clock—“seven o"clock on 
Christmas 


morning?” 


“No idea,” Julian mumbled. He pulled a pillow over his head 
as 


the doorbell rang once again. “You should go answer that.” 
“Why do I have to do it?” 
“Because you make a better mean face than | do.” 


“Good point.” Jack sighed and crawled out of his nice warm 
bed, 


leaving his nice warm lover alone. As he pulled on a pair of 
sweats and 


a Shirt, Jack let his eyes roam over his lover's enticing form. 
Whoever 


was at the door was in a hell of a lot of trouble. 


Jack stumbled down the stairs, nearly tripping over Robot, 
who 


seemed just as confused by the doorbell as he was. She 
wasn"t barking 


at the door. She was just staring at it. Jack opened the door 
and found 


himself staring at a very large turkey. 


“The fuck?” 
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“Could you move?” the turkey asked. “This thing is heavy.” 
The turkey was talking? Jack blinked and finally realized that 


there was a person holding the turkey. A very familiar 
person. 


“Patrick?” 


“Jack, move!” Patrick snapped. Jack found himself 
responding to 


the voice and stepping to one side. It wasn"t until Patrick 
was halfway 


to the kitchen that he realized the other man had used his 
cop voice on 


him. Jack was just about to start demanding answers from 
the brunet 


when someone else walked into the house. 


“Pat, do you want all of these bags in the kitchen?” Brad 
asked. It 


looked like he had at least five of those large, reusable 
grocery bags in 


his arms. 


“Everything except the one with the presents,” Patrick 
called. 


“Then bring in the suit bag and after you hang it up you can 
crash in the 


guest room.” 


“Got it.” Brad gave Jack a rather tired-looking smile. “Hey, 
man, 


Merry Christmas.” 


“You too,” Jack replied automatically. It took him a moment 
to 


realize that both of the other men had completely walked by 
him 


without giving any sort of explanation. Shaking his head in 
an attempt 


to remove the early-morning cobwebs, Jack strode into the 
kitchen. 


The turkey was sitting on the counter, and Patrick was in the 


process of unpacking the bags that Brad had brought in. He 
didn"t see 


Brad, so he assumed the other man was either putting the 
presents by 


the tree or getting the suit bag from the car. A suit bag 
indicated that 


Patrick and Brad were intending on staying at the house for 
the day. 


Jack had his mouth open to question Patrick when he heard 
Robot bark. 


He turned back to the entranceway and saw that Brad had 
come back 


inside with a suit bag and Bingo. 


They brought the dog. Jack marched right over to the cop in 
his 


kitchen. “Patrick, what the hell is going on here?” 
“Isn"t it obvious? I"m making Christmas dinner.” 
“It"s seven. In the morning.” 


“It"s a twenty-five-pound turkey.” 
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“Does Julian know that you"re here?” 


“Well, since you answered the door and have yet to go 
upstairs, | 


would guess no.” 
“Then how do you know that we don"t have a turkey of our 
own?” 


Patrick snickered. “Please, Julian hates cooking turkeys. I"ve 
seen 


him make Cornish game hen in an orange sauce that was so 
good you"d 


kill a little old lady just to get another piece, but the boy 
cannot cook a 


turkey to save his life. | mean, hell, when we were in school 
he tried to 


do a Thanksgiving turkey for the two of us and Cam and it 
was burnt 


on the outside and raw inside.” 

“Okay, I"Il give you that, but how do you know that we don"t 
already have plans?” 

Patrick looked up from where he had his head shoved in the 
fridge. “Do you?” 


“No,” Jack admitted. He and Julian hadn't really planned a 
big 


Christmas. They had simply been planning on spending the 
day 


together and possibly seeing Roz. 

“Then | don"t need to worry, do |?” 

“Why is the turkey so large?” 

“Stuffing tastes funny if made in a small turkey.” 


Jack stared at the back of Patrick"s head. “I"m so not awake 


enough for that to make sense.” 


“Then go back to bed. | don"t really need supervision to 
cook a 


turkey.” Patrick smiled at him. “I"m probably going to go 
cuddle with 


Brad once | get this in the oven.” 


Jack took a look at the amount of food Patrick had brought 
with 


him. “There's a lot of food here.” 
“It"s Christmas.” 
“I think I"m going to go back to bed.” 


“Good plan. Oh, and dinner is going to be business casual. | 
want 


you to look nice.” 

“Says the man with the tattoos and the piercings.” 
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“Most of which I have to be shirtless for you to see. Go to 
bed, 


Jack. You look like you"re going to fall over.” 


“If you need anything—” 


“I'll find it myself. Go get some more sleep. I"ll make you 
and 


Julian breakfast when you get up.” 

“What type of breakfast?” 

“French toast?” 

“Sounds good.” 

Patrick laughed softly. “Merry Christmas, Jack.” 


“Merry Christmas, Patrick.” Jack left the kitchen and made 
his 


way back to his bedroom. The pillow was no longer on 
Julian"s head 


when he got back to the bedroom. Jack smiled at his lover 
before 


shucking his clothes, crawling back into the bed, and pulling 
him into 


his arms. 

“Who was at the door?” 
“Patrick.” 

“What did he want?” 


“He's in the kitchen making us Christmas dinner. He has a 
really 


large turkey.” 


“Did you just say that Patrick is a turkey?” 
“No, he has a turkey. He"s cooking Christmas dinner in our 


kitchen and said that he"d make us French toast when we 
get up.” 


“Ooo. He makes this really good French toast that"s almost 
like a 


sandwich with chocolate hazelnut spread and banana slices 
inside. | 


think he even coats it with chocolate milk.” 


“Holy shit. That does sound good.” Jack pressed a kiss to 
Julian"s 


head and pulled him closer. He was just starting to doze 
back off when 


Julian shot into a sitting position. 
“Patrick is cooking a turkey in our kitchen?!” 


Jack sighed and ran a hand over his face. He was starting to 
think 


that he wouldn"t be getting back to sleep anytime soon. 
“Julian, just go 


back to sleep.” 


“But you said Patrick was in the kitchen.” 
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“And he'll still be there when we get up. He's cooking a 
massive 


turkey,” Jack replied. He grabbed Julian"s arm and pulled 
him back 


under the covers. Jack wrapped the blankets around his 
lover's 


shoulders and pressed a kiss to the top of his head. 
“Why does he have a big turkey? There's only four of us.” 
“He said something about stuffing. | wasn"t really paying 
attention. Too sleepy.” 

“You want me to go back to sleep, don"t you.” 

“Yes. Christmas is not the time to be awake early.” 

“Merry Christmas, Jack.” 

“Merry Christmas.” Jack smiled as Julian finally settled in his 


arms. Maybe he would be getting some more sleep after all. 


PATRICK stared at the dining-room table in annoyance. 
Damn open- 


concept floor-plan. How was he supposed to surprise Julian 
with the 


amount of people coming for dinner if the table was in plain 
view? 


Strong arms wrapped around his waist, and Patrick leaned 
back into the 


embrace. 


“What"s wrong?” Brad asked, linking his fingers with 
Patrick's 


and giving them a squeeze. 
“Nothing.” 


Brad chuckled lightly. “Bullshit. Sugar, you"re scowling at 
the 


dining room.” 
“Stupid open-concept floor-plan.” 
“Is that what's bothering you?” 


“I had this whole plan of getting everything set up for 
Julian"s 


surprise, but now I can"t do it because the dining room 
doesn"t have a 


door.” 


“You should just be happy that the table seats eight 
people.” 


“Not helping, Brad.” 
“Sorry. What can | do?” 
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“Give me a hug?” Patrick requested. He turned around and 
buried 


his face in Brad"s neck. He hated it when plans didn't go his 
way, but 


he knew if he could just calm down long enough to get his 
head on 


straight everything would be fine. The feeling of Brad"s 
arms wrapped 


around him went a long way toward helping him. 
“What did you need to do in the dining room?” 
“| wanted to set the table. | even have cute little Christmas 


ornaments with our names on them to use as place cards,” 
Patrick 


whined. Brad"s hands, which had been running in a soothing 
motion 


over his back, suddenly stopped. 
“Seriously?” 
“Yes.” Patrick could feel his face heating in embarrassment. 


Maybe he had gone a little overboard in planning Christmas 
dinner. 


“I"m sure that everything will look amazing when you"re 
done.” 


“You"re not going to mock my craziness?” 
“No. It"s our first Christmas together, sugar. I"m not going to 
mock anything you do today.” 


Patrick pulled back and stared into his lover"s gorgeous blue 
eyes. 


“Have | told you how amazing you are?” He smiled as Brad 
grinned at 


him. 
“You have mentioned it before.” Brad pressed a quick kiss to 


Patrick's lips. “Will you have time to set the table after 
everyone gets 


here if | help?” 
“You"ll help me?” 
“Of course.” 
“You"re amazing.” 


“Thank you,” Brad replied with a smile. “Come on, let"s go 
join 


Jack and Julian before they want to know why you"re 
scowling at the 


dining room.” 


Patrick laughed and pulled out of his lover's arms. He 
pressed a 


kiss to Brad"s cheek before he headed over to the Christmas 
tree. Jack 


and Julian were curled comfortably on one end of the couch. 
Patrick 


waved his lover to one of the chairs before sitting on the 
floor in front 


of the tree. He started to sort through the presents under 
the tree. 
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“What are you doing?” Julian asked. 
“Well, we still have some time before dinner is ready, so | 


thought now would be a good time to give you the first part 
of your 


Christmas present.” Patrick pulled a medium-sized box from 
under the 


tree. 
“My Christmas present has parts?” 
“Yes.” Patrick handed Julian the box. “Open this.” 


Julian took the box from Patrick with a bright smile. “It's 
heavy.” 


Julian pulled the bow from the box then opened the box. He 
reached 


inside and pulled out a large glass bottle. His eyes widened. 
“Is this 


what I think it is?” 
“What do you think it is?” 


“I think it"s a bottle of barbeque sauce. One of two inside 
this 


box. 


“You would be right,” Patrick replied. He had just enough 
time to 


brace himself before he ended up with an armful of excited 
doctor. 


Patrick wrapped his arms around his friend and pulled him 
close. “I"m 


guessing you like your present.” 

“| love it.” 

“I hope you like the other part of your present as much.” 
“I don"t know how you can top this.” 


“I have my ways.” 


“It better not involve sex,” Jack muttered. Patrick looked 
over the 


top of Julian"s head to where Jack was sitting. The older man 
was 


trying to hold a glare in place, but a smile was tugging at 
the corners of 


his mouth. 


“It won"t involve sex,” Patrick answered. He stuck his 
tongue out 


at Jack. “Party pooper.” 
“Slut.” 


“Hey! That"s my slut you"re talking to,” Brad interjected. 
Patrick 


turned enough to look at his lover. When Brad smiled at 
him, he blew 


his lover a kiss. Brad returned the gesture. 
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The four of them spent the next twenty-five minutes or so 


opening presents. Patrick was pretty sure that Jack and 
Julian were 


saving the more personal gifts for when they left, but he 
didn"t mind. 


He would have done the same thing. Jack gave them hockey 
tickets, 


which made Brad laugh since they had given Jack the same 
thing. 


Julian gave Patrick a very nice green sweater, and Brad got 
one in blue. 


Brad gave Julian a watch to replace the one he had 
accidentally broken 


several weeks before after one of their hockey games. They 
were all 


chatting happily when a ding came from the kitchen. 
“Something in the kitchen wants my attention,” Patrick 
announced, getting to his feet. “Excuse me, boys.” 


Patrick headed into the kitchen. The pleasant aroma of 
cooking 


food assaulted his nose. Everything smelled like it was 
cooking 


properly. He turned off the beeping timer and checked on 
the turkey. It 


looked good. His stomach rumbled in agreement. It looked 
really good. 


“You don"t have pie.” 


“What?” Patrick looked up to see Julian standing in the 
kitchen. 


“You"ve got all the makings of an amazing Christmas dinner, 
but 


you don"t have any pie.” Julian glanced around the kitchen. 
“Or sweet 


potatoes. Roz makes the most amazing sweet potatoes.” 
“Does she?” 
“Yep. It"s the only thing she can make.” 


“Huh.” Patrick closed the oven door just as the doorbell 
rang. 


“You should go and answer the door.” 
“Who could be at the door on Christmas? | mean, Roz isn"t 
supposed to be here for at least another hour.” 


“Maybe you should find out,” Patrick suggested. He put his 
hands 


on Julian"s shoulders and pushed the shorter man to the 
door. Julian 


gave him a glare, but opened the door with a smile. Peering 
over 


Julian"s shoulder, Patrick could see Roz standing in the 
doorway 


holding a covered dish. 
“Merry Christmas, Beanstalk. | have sweet potatoes.” 


“And | have pies,” Kennedy announced, following Roz into 
the 


house. “Don"t worry, | didn"t make them.” 
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“Kennedy?” 
“Hey, JP.” Kennedy pressed a kiss to Julian"s cheek before 


turning her attention to Patrick. “Where do you want the 
pies?” 


“In the kitchen, Kiki. Barracuda can show you the way.” 
“If she didn"t make the pies, who did?” Julian asked. 


“I did,” Cam announced. He stepped into the house followed 
by 


Jeremy. Patrick smiled at the surprised look on Julian's face. 
Jack and 


Brad had joined them in the hallway. They were both smiling 
as well. 


“Cameron?” 


“Hey, Julian. Merry Christmas,” Cam said. He reached out 
and 


pulled Julian into a hug. It took a moment, but Julian 
wrapped his arms 


around Cam and hugged back. Patrick smiled at the sight. It 
looked like 


his Christmas surprise was off to a good start. He nodded 
his head in 


greeting to Jeremy before heading back into the kitchen. 
While he 


knew that—even though she couldn"t cook anything other 
than sweet 


potatoes—Roz wouldn"t touch anything in the kitchen, 
Patrick wasn"t 


comfortable leaving Kennedy alone with his food. He 
entered the 


kitchen to find Kennedy lifting the lid on one of the pots. 
“Back away from the food, Kiki.” 


“But it smells so good.” Kennedy put the lid down and 
pouted at 


him. 


“| don"t care. Go hang up your coat and chat with Ace. I"Il 
let you 


know when dinner's ready.” 


“Fine,” Kennedy sighed. “Come on, Roz. | don"t think he 
wants 


women in his kitchen.” 


“I think it might just be you. You can burn food just by being 
in 


the same room with it while it"s cooking.” 


“That"s because I"m so hot.” 
“Out of the kitchen! Both of you!” Patrick raised his arm and 


pointed at the door. He kept his arm raised until they left the 
room. 


Patrick shook his head with amusement before turning his 
attention 


back to the food. He had to make sure that being near 
Kennedy hadn"t 


damaged his food. 
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“Want me to set the table for you now that the others are 
here?” 


Brad walked over and kissed his cheek. 
“That would be great.” 
“I'll leave the ornaments for you to put out.” 


“Thanks, Angel. There"s a box on the table with the 
placemats | 


want you to use in it.” 
“You brought placemats?” 
“No comment. Remember, you promised not to mock my 


Christmas craziness.” 


“You"re right.” Brad kissed his cheek once more. “I love you, 
you 


freak.” 
“I love you too. Now go and set the table before my bird 
overcooks.” 


“Yes sir, Detective Hawkins.” Brad snapped off a salute 
before he 


left the room with the box that Patrick had indicated. Patrick 
watched 


him leave with a fond smile. Once Brad was out of view, 
Patrick turned 


his attention back to dinner. 
“Okay Christmas dinner, you"re up.” 


PATRICK could hear the sounds of laughter coming from the 
dining 

room. He smiled as he filled the sink with water and soap. 
The dinner 


had been a big hit. They had even liked the ornaments he 
had used for 


place cards—even though he was pretty sure that he was 
going to be 


mocked about them later. Hearing footsteps, Patrick turned 
his head 


and saw that Julian had entered the kitchen. He smiled as 
Julian walked 


over and wrapped an arm around his waist. 
“Why are you not eating pie?” 


“Į just wanted to get a head start on the dishes. What are 
you 


doing in the kitchen, Ace?” 
“Looking for you.” 
“Well, you found me.” Patrick pulled his hands from the sink, 


dried them on a towel, and turned to face Julian. “What's 
up?” 
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“Thank you,” Julian stated. He tilted his head up and kissed 
Patrick"s cheek. 

“What was that for?” Patrick grinned and wrapped his arms 
around Julian"s waist. 


“For the second half of my Christmas present. | can't 
believe that 


you flew Cam, Kennedy, and Jeremy here.” 


“Well, it"s been a few years since you've seen Cam and 
Kennedy, 


and you've never met Jeremy, so | thought it might be a 
nice surprise.” 


“It was a nice surprise. Thank you.” 
“You're welcome.” 


“Now, are you going to come and have some pie with us? 
It"s 


really good.” 


Patrick smiled and pressed a kiss to the top of Julian"s head. 
“jl 


be there in a minute. Just let me get some of these done, or 
Brad and | 


are still going to be here when you want some alone time.” 


“IIl leave you to the dishes,” Julian stated. Patrick laughed 
as he 


left the kitchen. Shaking his head in amusement, Patrick 
turned his 


attention back to the dishes in the sink. He was on his third 
pan and 


happily humming Christmas songs when Brad came into the 
kitchen. 


“Are you hiding?” 


“No.” 


“Then get your ass back out here and have some pie,” Brad 


instructed. He reached out and grabbed Patrick's arm, 
pulling him away 


from the sink. Patrick didn"t even have time to grab a hand 
towel to dry 


his hands before Brad had him in the other room. Patrick 
was shoved 


into a chair and two pieces of pie were placed in front of 
him. 


“Why are there two pieces of pie in front of me?” 


“Because you like both apple and cherry and we've decided 
you 


should have both,” Cam remarked. “Now eat.” 


Patrick laughed and picked up his fork. With seven pairs of 
eyes 


watching him, Patrick took his first bite of the cherry slice. 
After 


swallowing, he looked up to see some of the faces were not 
looking as 


happy as they had before. “Were you betting on which slice 
of pie | 


was going to eat first?” 
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“Yes.” 

“Why?” 

“Why not?” Kennedy remarked. 

“Okay, so who won?” 

“Cam, Julian, and Brad.” 

“Good job, Angel.” Patrick smiled at his lover. 
“Thanks.” 


“Oh, just shut up and eat your pie,” Kennedy grumbled. 
Patrick 


laughed and turned his attention back to his pie. Christmas 
had gone 


really well. 


He couldn"t wait until New Year's. 
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Chapter 19 


BRAD looked around the club. He"d never been to Fever 
before and he 


still wasn"t sure if New Year"s Eve was the best day for his 
first time in 


the club. The place was packed. Brad wasn"t even sure how 
Patrick had 


managed to get all eight of them in. From what he had 
heard, the New 


Year's Eve party at Fever sold out at the beginning of 
August. 


The main dance floor was full of people. A wide variety of 


people. Brad could see both mixed and same-sex couples. 
There were 


people dressed in formal wear and those who weren't 
wearing much of 


anything. Brad didn"t know where to look. 
“You"re gaping.” 
“Huh?” Brad turned to see Roz standing next to him. 


“You're gaping, Brad. You"re looking around the club with 
this 


deer-in-headlights look on your face. Don"t worry. I"m pretty 
sure that 


Patrick won't let any of them bother you.” 


“| can take care of myself, Roz.” 


“It"s cute that you think so.” 


“Roz, are you bothering my man?” Patrick draped himself 
over 


Brad as he asked the question. Brad leaned back into his 
lover's 


embrace and ran a hand over the arm that was wrapped 
around his 


waist. 
“I"m just looking out for him.” 


“Go and dance with Kiki. She needs someone to keep an eye 
on 
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Kennedy's arm and pulling her onto the dance floor. The two 
attractive 


blondes were soon surrounded by eligible men. 
“Pat, do you really think that Roz can keep Kennedy out of 
trouble?” 


“| doubt it. I"m pretty sure that the two of them are going to 
cause 


a rather large amount of trouble.” Patrick moved in front of 
him and 


smiled. “Dance with me?” 

“Um, no.” 

“Come on, Angel. It"ll be fun.” 

“Pat, there are people here.” 

“That happens in a club.” 

“But they"Il see me. | don"t dance.” 
“You danced with me at Brenda's.” 
“That was different.” 

“How?” 


“They don"t dance like this at Brenda's. | don"t dance like 
this.” 


“Come on. It"ll be fun.” 


Brad looked into Patrick"s eyes and caved at the eager 
expression 


he found on his lover's face. “Fine. I"Il dance with you.” 


“Great,” Patrick replied. He grabbed Brad's free hand and 
pulled 


him onto the dance floor. Brad swallowed his nerves as 
Patrick pulled 


him into his arms. A strong hand lifted his chin until he was 
staring into 


green eyes. “Don"t worry about them. Just let go and trust 
me,” 


“Trust you?” 


“It'll be just like when we were dancing at Brenda's. 
Nothing to 


worry about.” 
“You're lucky | love you.” 


“I tell myself that every day,” Patrick said. Brad stared into 
his 


lover's eyes and felt himself melt. Screw dancing. At that 
moment, he 


would rob a bank if Patrick asked him. Brad closed his eyes 
as Patrick 


used the grip on his chin to pull him into a kiss. He moaned 
softly and 
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let his lover nibble at his mouth. Brad hardly even noticed 
when they 


started moving to the music. 


Resting his head against Patrick's shoulder, Brad relaxed 
and 


allowed Patrick to move them. He ran his hands down his 
lover's back. 


He'd finally become used to the cast and had stopped 
injuring Patrick 


with it. One of his hands dipped below Patrick"s waist, 
resting on the 


swell of his ass covered in leather pants. Brad was fond of 
Patrick"s 


“lucky” pants. He liked the way the caramel-colored leather 
clung to 


Patrick"s body. He could tell that his lover wasn"t wearing 
any 


underwear. Of course, the fact that they had changed 
together had let 


him in on that little secret. 


Brad wasn"t sure how many songs they danced to; he just 
did as 


Patrick had said and relaxed. He was just starting to get 
thirsty when 


Patrick stopped moving. Brad pulled back and looked at him. 
“What?” 


“Want to go and get a drink?” 


Brad smiled. “I was just thinking the same thing.” 


“Great minds. Come on, | can see Jack and Jeremy sitting at 
a 


table.” Patrick linked their fingers and started pulling him 
through the 


club. 
“Jack and Jeremy? Where are Cam and Julian?” 


“Still dancing. There"s a reason why Jack calls him Jitterbug, 
and 


Cam really does love to dance.” 
“Where are the girls?” 


“Somewhere in the middle of that mass of unattached 
men.” 


Brad turned his head to see the large group that Patrick had 
indicated. “Wow. That"s a really large group of men.” 


“Yep. Kennedy's a stripper and Roz is a looker. Those guys 
have 


no idea what they"re getting themselves into.” 

“The girls are going to be getting free drinks all night, aren"t 
they?” 

“You can count on it.” 

“Am | going to be getting free drinks?” 
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“That depends,” Patrick replied. He grinned at Brad. “Are 
you 


going to put out later?” 


Brad leaned into his lover"s body and nipped Patrick"s chin. 
“If 


you play your cards right.” 
“In that case, what would you like to drink?” 


Brad laughed as Patrick deposited him at the table with Jack 
and 


Jeremy. “Beer"s fine. If we"re going to be doing more 
dancing, | don"t 


want anything stronger.” 
“Beer it is. The two of you need anything else?” 
“I"m good,” Jack stated, lifting the glass that he had. 


“Same,” Jeremy added. Patrick nodded and headed to the 
bar. 


Brad watched as the leather-encased ass walked away from 
him. He 


was positive that Patrick added the extra wiggle to his hips 
just for him. 


Brad hummed happily and turned back to the two men at 
the table. 


When he saw the smiles on their faces, he felt a blush heat 
his cheeks. 


“What?” 


“He does have a nice ass, doesn"t he?” Jeremy was grinning 
at 


him. 
“Yas,” 


“It looked like the two of you were having a nice time out on 
the 


dance floor,” Jack interjected. 
“We were. What are you two doing sitting down?” 


“Cam and Julian wanted to dance with each other. It"s been 
SO 


long since they"ve seen each other that we decided to 
humor them.” 


Jack"s eyes traveled back out to the dance floor. “They look 
like they"re 


having a good time.” He suddenly frowned. “And that guy 
better back 


away from them if he knows what"s good for him.” 


Brad and Jeremy laughed at the scowl on Jack's face. 
Letting the 


good humor he was feeling wash over him, Brad leaned 
back in the 


booth. He was pleasantly surprised that the two men had 
managed to 


Snag them a booth. They must have grabbed it the moment 
the previous 


occupants left. At least that was his thought until he saw the 
tag on the 


table. 


“Does that say ,,reserved"?” Brad asked. 
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“Yep.” 
“Did we steal someone"s table?” 


“No. We were brought over here by a waiter after he spotted 
us 


with Patrick and asked us if we were part of the Hawkins 
party.” 


“Patrick reserved us a table?” 
“Apparently your boyfriend has pull.” 
“I"m starting to realize that.” Brad smiled as Patrick wove 


through the bodies on the dance floor and made his way 
back to the 


table. He deposited a beer on the table then slid into the 
booth next to 


Brad. Brad snuggled into his side as Patrick draped an arm 
around him. 


“Thanks.” 


“You're welcome.” Patrick pressed a kiss to his head and 
pulled 


him even closer. Brad relaxed and slipped an arm around 
Patrick"s 


waist. He inhaled the scent of his lover and sighed happily. 
“Why are you sitting down?” Kennedy demanded. She was 


standing at the end of the table with her arms crossed. “You 
should be 


dancing.” 

“We're taking a break and having a drink. Not all of us have 
attractive men bringing us drinks on the dance floor.” 
“They"re not all attractive.” 

“But they"re all paying.” 


“Exactly. | guess I"ll just have to leave you guys here. 
Losers.” 


Kennedy stuck her tongue out at them before she 
disappeared back onto 


the dance floor. 


“Sometimes | wonder why I"m friends with her.” 
“I"m going to go with because she"s a female you,” Jack 


remarked. Brad burst into laughter as Patrick sputtered in 
indignation. 


“She is not a female me!” 


“Hey, I"ve known you and Kennedy longer than the others 
and 


she really is a female you,” Jeremy added. 
“I can cook!” 


“Sugar, if that"s the only difference you can find I"m not 
going to 


be able to defend you.” Brad grinned at Patrick as the 
others started to 
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laugh. Patrick attempted to hold an angry expression, but it 
didn"t last 


long. He dissolved into laughter. Brad pressed a kiss to 
Patrick"s cheek. 


“Come on, let"s go dance some more.” 
“Anything you want, Angel.” Patrick slid out of the booth and 


then reached for Brad"s hand. Brad linked their fingers and 
let his lover 


pull him out of the booth. They moved onto the dance floor, 
and Patrick 


pulled him into his arms again. “You seem more relaxed this 
time.” 


“| am ; a] 
“The booze?” 


“No,” Brad replied with a laugh. “I just decided that being 
with 


you was more important than being self-conscious.” 
Patrick smiled and lifted his chin for a kiss. Brad wrapped his 


arms around Patrick and surrendered to the kiss. He opened 
his mouth 


and allowed his lover's tongue free range, moaning softly as 
their 


tongues twined together. He felt Patrick"s hands slip into the 
back 


pockets of his jeans and pull him closer. Brad wasn't sure if 
they were 


even dancing anymore. All he could focus on was the feel of 
Patrick"s 


mouth against his. 
Brad ran one hand up under Patrick's shirt while the other 


grabbed his leather-clad rear. Patrick moaned into his mouth 
and 


pressed closer. Brad shifted slightly so he had one of his 
legs between 


Patrick"s, with his thigh pressing against his lover's 
erection. Patrick 


ground into him with a groan, and Brad felt his arousal 
spike. He was 


happily letting Patrick grind against him when he heard 
whistles and 


catcalls. Brad broke away from the kiss to see people 
staring at them. 


He blushed and buried his face in Patrick"s neck. 


“Looks like we have an audience,” Patrick murmured. He 
had 


removed his hands from Brad"s back pockets and was now 
running 


them soothingly over Brad's back. 

Brad sighed. “I noticed.” 

“What do you want to do about it?” 

“How about we get off the dance floor for a bit?” 


“Sounds like a plan.” Patrick gave him a brief squeeze 
before 


pushing him away slightly. Brad linked their fingers together 
and 
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pulled him back to their booth. When they arrived, everyone 
else was 


sitting there and there was a bottle of champagne on the 
table. 


“Champagne?” 


“It"s almost midnight, Angel.” Patrick pushed Brad into the 
booth 


before climbing in after him. Brad ended up sitting between 
Patrick and 


Roz. Roz leaned against him and giggled. She actually 
giggled. Brad 


smothered a laugh. It seemed as though the men had been 
buying hera 


rather large amount of drinks. 

“Having a good time, Roz?” 

“Kennedy and | were playing with the boys.” 
“And how did that go?” 

“I think Kennedy broke one of them.” 


“Did you break any?” 


Roz"s face took on a look of intense concentration. “No, but 
l 


think | made one cry.” 
“Why?” 


“He grabbed my ass. | may have „accidentally" kneed him 
in the 


groin,” Roz replied. She had even made air quotes when she 
said 


“accidentally.” 
“You are a dangerous woman, Roz.” 
“And don"t you forget it.” 


“Time to fill the glasses. It"s almost midnight,” Julian 
remarked. 


Patrick leaned over the table and started filling the glasses 
and passing 


them around. When everyone had a full glass of 
champagne, he sat 


back down and pulled Brad to his side. 


Since he didn"t have a watch, Brad was about to ask Julian 
what 


time it was when the music in the club suddenly stopped. A 
voice came 


over the speaker counting down. When the voice reached 
“one,” the 


entire bar screamed “Happy New Year.” Brad leaned into the 
center of 


the table so he was able to clink glasses with all of his 
friends. Once he 


had taken a sip of his champagne—which was very good— 
he put the 


glass back on the table and turned to face his lover. Brad 
reached up 


and threaded his fingers through Patrick"s sweat-dampened 
hair and 


pulled his lover into a New Year's kiss. 
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Brad used his tongue to tease Patrick"s lips apart. When 
they 


parted, Brad delved inside, tasting a faint hint of Patrick 
under the taste 


of champagne. He found that he liked the way the 
champagne tasted in 


Patrick"s mouth more than the way it tasted in a glass. Brad 
Slid a hand 


behind Patrick"s head, twining his fingers through the hair at 
the nape 


of his neck. Patrick shuddered in his arms and moved closer. 
Brad was 


debating climbing into his lover"s lap when he remembered 
they were 


in a club. He broke the kiss and pulled back reluctantly. 
“Happy New Year, Pat.” 


“Happy New Year, Angel.” Patrick pressed a kiss to his 
forehead. 


“Do you want to dance some more?” 

“Actually, I"m about ready to go.” 

“You don"t want to shake your groove thing?” 

Brad leaned forward and nipped Patrick"s chin. “I have other 
plans.” 


“You guys ready to go?” Patrick asked. He practically 
jumped out 


of the booth as the others laughed. Brad smiled at his lover. 
He couldn't 


really complain about Patrick"s eagerness; he was also 
looking forward 


to being alone with his lover. 


“Looks like it"s time to pack it in,” Cam remarked. He got 
out of 


the booth and turned his attention to Kennedy and Roz. 
“Ladies?” 


“We're coming,” Kennedy replied. Brad laughed as she gave 
a 


large sigh before getting out of the booth. He linked his 
hand with 


Patrick"s as the eight of them made their way to the front of 
the club. 


They paused to get their jackets and—once they were 
Suitably 


clothed—stepped out into the cold Calgary night where the 
limo was 


waiting for them. 


Brad still couldn"t believe that Patrick had rented them a 
limo. If 


he"d had any doubts about the money his lover claimed to 
have, he 


didn"t anymore. Brad had been surprised when the limo had 
shown up 


to retrieve them, but when it had stopped at a rather 
upscale hotel in 


Calgary, he had been stunned. When Patrick had shown him 
to the suite 


that he had booked them into, Brad"s mouth had dropped 
open. He had 


even booked the others rooms on the same floor. Patrick 
had gone out 
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of his way to plan an amazing New Year"s Eve, and Brad had 
no idea 


how he had managed to do it. 


After climbing into the limo, Brad curled into Patrick"s side 
for 


the ride to the hotel. He let his eyes wander over the others 
in the limo 


as they traveled. Jack and Julian were curled in the same 
position as he 


and Patrick were. Kennedy, who had insisted she was fine, 
was nearly 


passed out against Cam"s shoulder. Jeremy and Roz were 
chatting 


about something. Brad couldn"t remember the last time he 
had felt so 


happy. It was like his life was finally on track. 


The doorman opened the limo door when they arrived at the 
hotel. 


The eight of them entered the hotel together and made 
their way to the 


elevators. Brad let the chatter of the others flow over them 
as the 


elevator carried them to their floor. From what he heard of 
the 


conversation, they were talking about the men that had 
been hitting on 


Kennedy and Roz. The elevator stopped on their floor, and 
Brad 


allowed Patrick to pull him down the hall. He leaned against 
his lover's 


side as the other man used the keycard to open the door. 
Brad followed 


Patrick into the hotel room. He allowed his lover to close the 
door and 


put the keycard on the small table before he pushed him 
back against 


the door. Brad licked along Patrick"s jaw before nipping at 
his ear. 


“Damn, Angel.” 


“You taste good,” Brad remarked. He released Patrick's ear 
and 


licked down his lover"s neck, pushing the collar of his coat 
of his way. 


Patrick shuddered as he ran his tongue over the fading mark 
on his 


neck. Brad smiled against his neck and pressed a gentle kiss 
to the 


mark. “It"s fading.” 


“That would be your fault,” Patrick moaned. His hands 
clutched 


at Brad"s waist. “I can"t really mark myself.” 


“I guess I"ll just have to fix that.” Brad pulled away from 
Patrick 


just long enough to drop his coat to the floor and push 
Patrick's off of 


his shoulders. The moment he had more of Patrick"s neck 
exposed, 


Brad latched onto the fading mark. He felt Patrick wriggle 
against him 


before arms wrapped around him. Patrick"s coat hit his feet 
as Brad 


pulled him closer. 


Brad used one hand to tilt Patrick"s head to one side, giving 
him 


better access to his neck. He bit down on the skin between 
his teeth as 
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Patrick"s hands clutched at his back. Brad sucked on the 
skin trapped 


between his teeth, and Patrick moaned. His lover ground his 
hips 


against his, and Brad could feel the smooth glide of leather 
over his 


jeans. Brad gave the trapped skin one last nip before he 
pulled away. 


Taking a moment to catch his breath, Brad looked over his 
lover. 


Patrick was panting heavily as he leaned against the door. 
Brad could 


see the muscles in his legs twitching under the leather 
pants and knew 


that the door was the only thing holding Patrick up. His 
green eyes 


were blown wide with desire, and he kept licking his lips as 
he looked 


at Brad. Patrick raised a shaking hand to the mark on his 
neck, moaning 


when his fingers pressed against it. 


“Shit,” Brad muttered. He reached out and grabbed 
Patrick"s 


hand, pulling his lover to him. He wrapped his arms around 
Patrick as 


he stumbled and pulled him into a kiss. Brad pushed into 
Patrick's 


mouth when his lover parted his lips with a moan. He buried 
one hand 


in Patrick"s hair as the casted arm grabbed his lover's 
leather-clad ass. 


Brad pulled Patrick close and ground against him. He smiled 
into his 


lover"s mouth as Patrick ground back. Brad began walking 
backwards, 


pulling Patrick along with him. He wanted to get his lover in 
bed. 


Immediately. 


Brad stumbled as he banged into the wall. When Patrick 
pressed 


against him, Brad moaned and bit at his lips. Since he could 
only feel 


the wall against part of his back, Brad was fairly certain they 
had made 


it to the door of the bedroom. He wrapped his injured arm 
around 


Patrick"s waist and used the other to push away from the 
wall, spinning 


them through the door. Brad"s arm tightened around Patrick 
as the 


other man stumbled slightly. The stumble broke their kiss. 
Brad moved 


to continue it, but Patrick put a hand on his chest to stop 
him. 


Brad stopped moving and gave his lover a slightly confused 
look. 


He felt his cock twitch at the smile that Patrick gave him. 
His eyes were 


drawn to his lover"s hands as Patrick ran them down his 
own chest. 


Patrick"s hands flattened the material of his white 
sleeveless button- 


down, making his nipple rings visible. Brad felt his mouth 
water and 


actually raised a hand to wipe at his mouth. Patrick grinned 
then ran his 


hands back up his chest and began to slowly undo the 
buttons. Brad 


began to pant as Patrick"s smooth, tattooed skin was slowly 
revealed. 
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When Patrick removed the shirt and tossed it to the floor, 
Brad 


pounced. 


They ended up falling back onto the bed in a tangle of 
limbs. Brad 


pressed Patrick onto the bed and began to kiss his way 
down his chest. 


When he stopped to toy with a nipple ring, Patrick"s hands 
clamped 


onto the back of his head. Brad pulled the ring into his 
mouth and 


twisted it slightly with his tongue. Patrick's back arched with 
enough 


force that he nearly tossed Brad off of him. Brad shifted until 
he gota 


better grip on his lover's body and pressed him back into 
the mattress. 


He moved his mouth to the other nipple and tormented that 
one until 


Patrick was begging beneath him. 


“Angel,” Patrick moaned. Brad gave the ring between his 
teeth 


one more tug before he released it and lifted his head. 
Patrick was 


spread out beneath him and panting. It was a good look on 
him. Brad 


ran his fingers down Patrick"s chest, smiling when Patrick 
shivered 


under his touch. Bracing his hands on his lover"s chest, Brad 
leaned 


down and took the panting lips in a ravenous kiss. Patrick"s 
arms 


wrapped around him and pulled him closer. 


Brad delved into his lover's mouth, chasing after any 
remaining 


trace of champagne. He couldn't find any. All he could taste 
was 


Patrick. Brad ran his tongue over the roof of Patrick"s mouth 
in a move 


that Patrick loved to do to him. His actions earned him a 
moan and a 


lick of his own. Brad pulled away just long enough to suck in 
some air 


before diving back into the kiss. He loved kissing Patrick. 
Whenever 


they kissed, it felt like Patrick put his whole heart into it, 
Brad shifted so that the material of his shirt brushed across 


Patrick"s sensitive nipples. Patrick broke the kiss with a cry. 
His hands 


locked onto Brad"s hips with enough force to make Brad 
wince. Brad 


heard fabric tear as he pulled away. He flashed his lover a 
cocky grin. 


“If you wanted my shirt off all you had to do was ask.” 


“Off! Off now!” Patrick demanded. Brad laughed softly 
before he 


pulled his shirt over his head. The minute his skin was bare, 
Patrick's 


hands landed on him. Brad moaned as Patrick"s fingers 
trailed down his 


spine. Allowing Patrick to pull him forward, Brad ended up 
braced on 


his arms above Patrick. Once he was in position, Patrick 
latched onto 


his left nipple. Brad gasped as his arms started to tremble 
and shifted 
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most of his weight to the arm without the cast. Every time 
Patrick 


sucked on his nipple, Brad felt his cock twitch. He was 
starting to 


worry that his arms wouldn"t hold him up for much longer. 
When 


Patrick moved to the other nipple, Brad gave up trying to 
hold himself 


up. He managed to fall to one side instead of landing on 
Patrick when 


his arms gave out. 


Brad allowed Patrick to roll him onto his back. When he 
looked 


into Patrick"s green eyes he saw they were nearly black with 
lust. Brad 


moaned and slid his hands down Patrick"s strong back. He 
grabbed 


Patrick"s ass with both hands and thrust up, rubbing his 
erection against 


Patrick's. Brad tilted his head to one side as his actions 
caused Patrick 


to lunge for his neck. He pressed into the teasing nips and 
licks on his 


neck. As Patrick attempted to duplicate the mark that Brad 
had left on 


him, Brad slid his cast-free hand down the back of the tight 
leather. His 


hand clamped onto bare flesh. Brad wasn"t one to normally 
go 


commando, but he loved that his lover hardly ever wore 
underwear. 


“You look fucking sexy in these pants,” Brad panted. He 
removed 


one hand from Patrick's ass and used it to pull Patrick off of 
his neck 


and into a hungry kiss. 


“They are my lucky pants.” Patrick pressed tiny kisses all 
over his 


face. 


“I can see why.” Brad pinched the cheek he still had his 
hand on. 


“|I better be the only one you"re getting lucky with.” 


“You are,” Patrick answered. He arched into the grip on his 
ass. 


“The one and only.” 


“Good to know.” Brad wrapped both arms around Patrick 
and 


rolled them back over. He grinned down at his lover. “Your 
lucky pants 


are about to get you fucked.” 
“I like the sound of that.” 
“I'll have to peel you out of them first.” 


“I"ve got no problem with that.” 


“Good,” Brad replied. He pressed a quick kiss to Patrick"s 
lips 


then began to kiss his way down his lover"s chest. Brad 
considered 


going for his nipples once again, but decided against it. 
While he did 
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enjoy tormenting his lover, he was so hard it was almost 
painful. He 


wanted Patrick naked. 


Brad reached the waist of Patrick"s pants and started to 
unbutton 


them. He was hindered slightly by both the bulge behind the 
fly and the 


cast on his hand. When he finally got all of the buttons 
undone, Brad 


pulled the flaps of leather back, allowing Patrick's rather 
excited penis 


to pop out of the opening. Brad gave it a quick nuzzle before 
peeling 


the pants down Patrick's hips. By the time he got halfway 
down 


Patrick"s thighs, he was starting to wonder how his lover 
had managed 


to get the pants on in the first place. They seemed to be 
incredibly tight. 


Brad finally got them off of Patrick and tossed them to the 
floor. The 


socks were easy to remove. Brad quickly removed the rest 
of his own 


clothing before climbing back on the bed. 


Brad settled near Patrick"s feet and picked up one leg, 
running his 


hands over the small scars left by the motorcycle accident 
Patrick had 


been in several years before. “You don"t have any ink down 
here.” 


“No.” 


“Why not?” Brad pressed a kiss to Patrick"s leg before 
placing it 


back on the bed. He started to run his hands along Patrick"s 
legs as he 


crawled up the bed. 


“Haven't found anything that I like yet. You have any 
ideas?” 


“I'll think about it,” Brad replied. When he reached the 
juncture 


where Patrick"s leg joined his torso, he leaned down and 
gently bit the 


area. Patrick moaned and shifted beneath him. Brad grinned 
against his 


lover's skin as Patrick attempted to contort his body so 
Brad"s mouth 


ended up where he wanted it. Brad bypassed the leaking 
erection and 


instead settled in to nibble on Patrick"s hip. Patrick"s moan 
of 


frustration made him smile. He loved the sounds that Patrick 
made, 


even the frustrated ones. 

“Angel, please,” Patrick begged. 

“Lube and condoms?” 

“On the nightstand. | put them there earlier while you were 
getting ready to go.” 


“Very smart of you,” Brad stated. He gave Patrick's hip one 
last 


nip before crawling over him to reach the nightstand. Patrick 
wiggled 
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beneath him as he slid over his lover's body. Grabbing the 
lube and 


condoms, Brad moved back to his previous position. 
Patrick"s arms 


wrapped around him and pulled him into a kiss. Brad 
lingered over 


Patrick"s mouth, enjoying the taste of his lover. He didn't 
pull away 


until he felt Patrick"s leaking erection brush against his. 


Brad sat back and opened the lube. He coated several 
fingers 


before putting the lube down and looking at his lover. 
Patrick was 


flushed and panting with small trembles running through his 
body. His 


cock was full and leaking. He had pulled his legs up, 
exposing himself 


to Brad's gaze. He was the perfect picture of need. 


Smiling at his prone and needy lover, Brad took two of his 
lubed 


fingers and thrust them inside Patrick. His lover"s passage 
clamped 


around his fingers as Patrick threw back his head with a 
wail. Brad 


stilled his fingers. “Too much?” 


“No,” Patrick gasped. “I like the burn. Just give mea 
minute.” 


“Okay.” Brad waited as patiently as possible. When Patrick 
gave 


him a small nod, Brad began to move his fingers. He twisted 
them until 


he felt Patrick"s prostate. Brad pressed against it, and 
Patrick bucked 


under his hands. With a grin on his face, Brad kissed 
Patrick"s raised 


knee. The thrusting of his fingers became easier, so he 
added a third 


finger. When the three began to move easily, Brad pulled 
them out. 


Patrick whined and shifted toward his fingers. 


Brad opened the condom packet and rolled it on. It had 
taken 


some practice, but he was now able to put on a condom 
without 


Snagging it on the cast. He used the lube still on his hand to 
coat his 


sheathed erection. When he finished, Brad placed one hand 
on Patrick's 


hip and used the other to line himself up with Patrick's 
entrance. He 


slowly pressed forward. Brad was going to pause to let 
Patrick adjust, 


but his lover had other ideas. The moment he was partially 
in, strong 


legs wrapped around his waist and pulled him forward. Brad 
grinned 


and pressed forward until he was stopped by Patrick's body. 
He panted 


as he looked down at his lover. Patrick looked amazing with 
passion 


riding him. His face was flushed and his eyes were bright 
with lust. 


Brad rolled his hips and watched with approval as Patrick's 
back 


arched off the bed. 
278 


Bethany Brown and Ashlyn Kane 


“Shit. Do that again,” Patrick demanded. Brad laughed softly 
and 


did as his lover asked. Patrick's legs tightened around his 
waist as his 


hands fisted in the sheets. Liking the effect his actions were 
having, 


Brad did it once more before beginning to thrust. He pulled 
out slowly 


then slammed back in. He must have managed to peg 
Patrick"s prostate 


since his lover howled beneath him. Brad rotated his hips 
once more 


before pulling out and starting the pattern all over again. 


Sweat began to drip down his back. Brad could see his 
lover's 


erection leaking against his stomach, but Patrick made no 
move to 


touch it. He simply moaned and moved his hips in time with 
Brad's. 


Brad leaned down and licked over the dark mark on 
Patrick"s neck. 


Patrick shuddered and wrapped his arms around him. When 
Patrick"s 


hands latched onto his ass, Brad bit down on his neck once 
more. 


Patrick cried out as his fingers dug into Brad's flesh. Brad 
knew that he 


would have bruises there in the morning, but he couldn"t 
bring himself 


to care. 


Brad lifted his lips from Patrick"s neck for a kiss as he began 
to 


increase the pace of his thrusts. He could feel the orgasm 
building 


within him. Brad pulled one of his hands from the grip he 
hadn"t 


realized he"d had on Patrick"s hips and wrapped it around 
Patrick"s 


erection. Patrick broke their kiss and tossed his head on the 
pillow. He 


groaned deeply and on the second stroke of Brad"s hand 
came hard 


enough to nearly spatter on his chin. Brad gasped as his 
lover's body 


clamped around him. He managed two more thrusts before 
he cried out 


Patrick"s name as orgasm washed through him. He 
collapsed against 


Patrick"s chest as his arms gave out. 
“Happy New Year, Angel.” 


“Happy New Year, sugar.” Brad pressed a kiss to his neck 
before 


he levered himself up and pulled out. They both groaned as 
he slipped 


free. Brad tied off the condom and dropped it in the 
conveniently 


located garbage can. He rolled onto his back and looked up 
at the 


ceiling. “Damn, what a way to start off the new year.” 
“Hell yes.” Patrick rolled into his side. “Want to try out the 
Jacuzzi?” 


“That sounds fun.” Brad tilted his head to press a kiss to the 
top 


of Patrick"s head where it was resting on his shoulder. He 
was running 
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a hand through the sweat-dampened hair when he heard a 
sound from 


the outer room. “Is that your phone?” 


“Sounds like it.” Patrick pushed himself up with a sigh. 
“Sorry, 


Angel, | need to take this. If someone's calling this late it"s 
probably 


important.” 


“IIl be in the bathroom,” Brad replied. He smiled softly as 


Patrick climbed off of the bed and headed into the other 
room. With a 


groan, Brad pushed himself into a sitting position. He swung 
his legs 


over the bed and got to his feet. Brad stretched out his back 
as he 


walked to the attached bathroom. 


Brad stepped into the bathroom and whistled in 
appreciation. The 


bathroom was spectacular. The counter had two sinks. There 
was a 


toilet and a free-standing shower stall on one wall. The 
corner of the 


room held the Jacuzzi. It was large enough to hold two 
people—maybe 


three—comfortably. Brad walked over and turned on the hot 
water, 


taking a moment to look out at the view. There were 
windows by the 


Jacuzzi, but they were so high up that no one would be able 
to see into 


the room. It would be incredibly romantic to look out at the 
view while 


he and Patrick cuddled in the tub. 


“Nice view?” Patrick asked. Brad felt strong arms wrap 
around 


his waist and leaned into the embrace. 
“Gorgeous. Who was on the phone?” 
“Nathan.” 


“Nathan?” Brad turned so he could see Patrick's face. The 
look 


he found there wasn"t very encouraging. “Why did Nathan 
call? I"m 


guessing from the look on your face it wasn"t to wish us a 
happy new 


year.” 


“No.” Patrick sighed and took Brad"s hand, pulling him over 
to 


the edge of the tub. “Dwight tried to break into your house 
tonight.” 


“What?” 
“Dwight tried to break into your house.” 
“Why?” 


“Well, from what Nathan found with him, he"s pretty sure 
that 


Dwight was going to try and kidnap you.” 
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Brad blinked at his lover as he tried to process what Patrick 
was 


saying. Dwight had been planning on kidnapping him? “How 
did they 


catch him?” 
“Your neighbor called the police because of the noise.” 
“What noise?” 


“Bingo took him down.” There was a grin on Patrick's face. 
“He 


didn"t even make it into the house. Nathan said when he 
got there, 


Dwight was holding a bleeding arm and she had him pinned 
in a corner 


of the porch.” 
“Holy shit. Is Bingo okay?” 


“She's fine. Nathan was going to take her home with him, 
but she 


refused to leave the house, so | told him he could stay on 
the couch. 


Plus, he didn"t really want to leave since the lock is now 
busted.” 


“And it"s a holiday so we might not be able to get anyone to 
fix it 


right away.” Brad sighed and rested his head against 
Patrick"s shoulder. 


“So they arrested Dwight?” 
“Yes. He won"t be a problem anymore.” 


“That's good.” Brad turned his attention back to the tub, 
noting 


that water had filled it. Damn, this tub has good water 
pressure. He 


reached out and turned the water off. “Looks like the tub is 
ready. Give 


me a hand?” 


“Sure thing, Angel,” Patrick replied. Brad stood patiently 
while 


Patrick tied a plastic bag around his arm to keep the cast 
dry. He 


climbed into the tub with Patrick"s help. He didn"t really 
need the help. 


He just liked having Patrick"s hands on him. Brad helped 
Patrick get 


into the tub and settled before he curled up in his arms. 
Patrick turned 


on the jets before pulling Brad against his chest. Brad rested 
his 


wrapped arm on the tub ledge. They were sitting so that 
they could see 


out the window. Patrick tightened his arms around Brad"s 
waist and 


gave his neck a gentle kiss. “I think we should make this our 
thing.” 


“Make what our thing?” 

“Coming here for New Year"s Eve. Maybe not the club every 
year, but I think we should come here.” 
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“I can live with that.” Brad sighed happily as Patrick pressed 
a 


kiss to the top of his head. The water was rushing around 
his chest, and 


Patrick"s arms were wrapped tightly around him. 


Brad couldn"t think of a better way to start the new year. 
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EPILOGUE 


Epilogue 


PATRICK hated airports. They were busy, smelly, and most 
of the 


people who worked there were cranky and mean. He was 
tempted to 


pull out his gun to get them to leave him alone, but was 
fairly certain 


that would result in him getting arrested and never being 
able to fly 


again. Hmmm. That had possibility. 


He swung his carry-on over his shoulder, nearly hitting the 
person 


walking next to him. Patrick gave the woman a dirty look. If 
she didn't 


want to get hit with luggage, she should back the fuck off. 
She opened 


her mouth—he assumed to tell him off—but he silenced her 
with a 


glare. His angry-cop look was good for something. 


Patrick made his way to baggage claim to grab the last of 
his 


bags. The last of his bags. That thought made him smile. He 
was finally 


fully moved to Alberta. Patrick stood in line with the rest of 
the plane 


passengers. Several took one look at him and moved away. 
Apparently 


the smile that he couldn"t stop was another way for him to 
keep people 


from intruding in his personal bubble. 


“Excuse me, dear. Could you grab that bag for me?” a 
woman's 


voice asked. Patrick turned to see a short, elderly woman 
standing next 


to him. “I can"t really lift it off of the belt with my back.” 
“Sure. Which bag is it?” 


“The gray one with the big purple flower on it.” She smiled 
at 


him. “My granddaughter stuck the flower on it. It"s a purple 
daisy and 


her name is Daisy.” 


“It"s a good way to keep track of your luggage,” Patrick 
replied. 


He reached out and grabbed the bag she had indicated. It 
was 


Surprisingly heavy. “Wow, what do you have in here?” 
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“Bricks.” 

Patrick laughed. “Really?” 

“No. It"s gifts for my granddaughter.” 


Patrick reached out and grabbed both of his bags as they 
came by. 


“Do you have any other bags?” 
“No, just the one. Thank you.” 


“Not a problem.” Patrick hooked his suitcases together, held 
out 


an arm for the woman, and fell into step with her as she 
linked her arm 


with his. “So, what brings you to Alberta?” 
“It"s my granddaughter'"s birthday. What about you?” 


“I"m moving in with my boyfriend. This is the last of my 
stuff.” 


“Congratulations!” She gave his arm a squeeze. “It"s so nice 
to 


see a young man so happy.” 


Patrick smiled. “I am happy.” They had reached the main 
part of 


the airport and he spotted Brad waiting for him. “I"m even 
better now.” 


“Is that your young man?” 
“It is.” 
“He"s very handsome.” 


“He is.” Patrick stopped walking and pressed a kiss to her 
lined 


cheek. “Have a good time with your granddaughter.” 


“Thank you. You give your young man a kiss,” she replied. 
She 


gave his arm one last pat before making her way to where a 
couple with 


a young girl was waiting. Patrick watched as the young girl 
ran to give 


her a hug. 


“Make a new friend?” Brad asked. Patrick turned, dropped 
his 


bags, and pulled Brad into his arms. He pressed a kiss to his 
lover's lips 


before resting their foreheads against each other. “I"m 
guessing that 


you missed me.” 


“Of course | missed you. And yes, | guess you could say that 
| 


made a new friend. She needed help with her bag.” Patrick 
frowned 


down at his lover as he realized that Brad seemed to be 
sniffing him. 


“Are you smelling me?” 


“Just checking.” 
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“For what?” 
“The smell of smoke.” 


Patrick laughed. “I promised to quit, and | did. | did not 
sneak a 


cigarette while | was back in Ontario. You told Justine and 
Cam that | 


had promised to quit and both of them made sure that | 
didn"t smoke at 


all.” 
“And here you have me and Julian.” 


“Yes, my boyfriend and a doctor. | think it"s safe to say that | 


won't start smoking again.” 


“Just wanted to check. | like having you alive.” Brad grinned 
at 


him. “Do you have everything?” 


“The big stuff should arrive by truck later in the week, but 
yes, 


this is the last of it.” 
“Good. Ready to go home?” 


Patrick looked into Brad"s blue eyes and saw all the love he 
felt in 


his own heart. He smiled as he grabbed Brad"s hand. “I"m 
ready. Let's 


go home.” 
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